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1 . Chapter 1 

Disclaimer: I don't own the Metroid or Halo franchise. 

(The little flashback takes place during Metroid: The other M) 

**It started with one simple mission** 

_Samus ' s Point of View_ 

"So that's it? I fly to the planet Sarius, extract the information 
from the temples circuits and return back to the Federation for my 
bounty?" It almost sounded to good to be true. 

Admiral Dane straightened his posture and raised his chin in 
confidence. "It's seems a lot simpler than it sounds, however I 
believe the Space Pirate are after the information as well." 

God how much I hated the Space Pirates, for taking my home, parents, 
my beloved Chozo, countless of my fellow bounty hunter friends and 
the Metroid baby. No matter how many I killed, they would always 
reappear. They weren't particular difficult to defeat. In fact I 
could easily kill them with one shot of my Plasma beam and watch them 
burn to death but it's the fact that they kept coming back. 

"Any idea why sir?" 



"No but if they have information about that could harm the 
Federation, they could team up the UNSC and we want to avoid that at 
all costs . " 

UNSC, The only thing I despise next to the Space Pirates. Their 
soldier slaughtered ours to achieve what? Independence from the 
Federation? I've seen too much bloodshed to know that this war is 
unnecessary but in the end war is war and looking at things from the 
point of a soldier, victory is necessary. 

"Yes sir, I understand." 

"So Aran, do you accept?" His eyebrows went up as if asking the 
question as well. 

"Yes sir." I shot up my hand for a salute. Even though I had left the 
Federation and it was only customary that a soldier salutes after a 
briefing. I had still respected him despite he wasn't my admiral at 
the time I attended the Federation. 

"Good, I expect the very best from you Samus since you were one of 
the best soldiers Adam or I had seen." 

_"Hold on Adam, " A jolt of pain shot through my leg as I got up as a 
result of the guns embrace from his shot from earlier. _ 

_"What are you planning to do with the Metroids from Sector Zero?" He 
stood to a halt his back facing me. "Leave it to me. I'll deal with 
this place." He simply said. No trace of emotion lay in his voice. He 
tried to hide the fear of what he was planning but it was inevitable 
just like the Metroids that were beyond the door._ 

_"You have a plan to deal with Metroids that can't be frozen?"_ 

_His back still faced me. "Sector Zero has a Self Destruct protocol. 
If the Sector receives a significant amount of damage, the unit is 
programed to Self-Destruct." He paused. "A powerful explosion will 
eliminate the Metroids and MB without leaving a trace. 

_And with that I finally understood what he was doing: A suicide 
mission to destroy the Metroids once and for all. I couldn't let him 
go, he was the closest thing I had to a father and he was my 
mentor ._ 

_He looked down, knowing that these were his final moments and 
continued walking toward the door._ 

_"Don't you dare Adam! Let me go in! I'm the only one who has a shot 
against the Metroids! We have to take the chance ! You have to trust 
me!" I lunged to him but found that my knees weren't ready and 
collapsed obeying the laws of gravity and headed for the floor but a 
firm grip caught my arm and helped me regain balance. _ 

_He looked up and caught my gaze. "I wish I could battle Ridley but I 
can't," His eyes darted away. "Unlike you, I'm not galactic savior. 
I'm merely human." He looked back at me, his charcoal eyes showing 
that he had accepted his fatal death but I hadn't. "I can save you 
Samus, you should be completely healed soon. There isn't much time 
and we both need to start on our mission." His eyes eased up and he 
showed concern for me. "I'm sorry for getting a little rough with 



you, good luck Samus." He slowly loosened his grip on my arm until he 

had completely let go, and headed toward his deadly 

destination._ 

_"Wait ! " Horrible timing for my suit to start to form. It's molecules 
forming over my skin not enabling me to move to stop Adam. The door 
opened and he took the steps inside. _ 

_"ADAM! 


_And with the lock of the door, it locked his fate. He stopped 
walking and looked back at me. His silhouette revealing the light 
that omitted from the room that lay the Metroids and spoke his last 
words all too familiar. _ 

_"No objections, right lady?"_ 

I forced a smile, "You heard right Admiral." And with that said, I 
left heading off to get the mission over with. 


2 . Chapter 2 
**Chapter Two** 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise 
_Samus ' s Point of View_ 

"Adam, what can you tell me about the planet?" Adam's holographic 
body sprung to life on the ship's deck. It still showed his deep 
eyebrow crease from the years of commanding and 'recent' clean shave. 
He was clothed in his formal Federation blues with metals of honor 
decorating his uniforms left shoulder. An information chart appeared 
shortly after he spoke. 

"The planet Sarius has had no intelligent life forms that dominated 
the planet for the last three hundred and thirty seven years. The 
only life forms detected are simply evolved species of insects and 
something closely resembling the monkeys." 

"Oh but Adam nothing is simply simple is it? Why do you think this 
information is so important?" 

"My theory suggests it could help turn the tide with the war with the 
United Nation Space Command." 

"You could just say UNSC." 

"I could but it sounds more formal." 

"Right, anyway what else about the temple?" 

"The temple was said to have had been visited by the Chozo." 

"The Chozo? Do you think that's why Admiral Dane personally asked me 
to do this mission?" 


"I do, that and the fact the encounters we may face may not be 
suitable for other soldiers to face." 



"I'm not a soldier anymore Adam." 

"Once a soldier, always a soldier." 

"Ok, what's are estimated time arrival." 

"Two hours and twenty three minutes." 

"Current velocity?" 

"Maximum at 7.2 x 10 c." 

"Twin Power Beam Turrets and Plasma Beam Canon?" 

"Fully operational." 

"Any threats I should be aware of?" 

"Negative . " 

"Thanks Adam, I'm going to take a quick nap, alert me is anything is 
needed to be brought to my attention." 

"Yes lady." 

I rose from my chair facing the galaxy that could change at any 
moment's time and strode to my quarters admiring the handy work of 
the Chozo and Federation but the constant thought of the war 
overwhelmed those of the ship's design. 

No one really knows why we got in war with the UNSC. Some say it's 
because some of the Federation didn't think they were doing to best 
for Earth and broke off to create a new army to focus on 'the more 
important things' but in all and all we need to focus on the bigger 
picture. They are so caught up in their little 'war' they don't have 
time to focus on the actual threat of the Space Pirates or something 
called the 'Flood' as one of the UNSC soldiers I caught said. For 
what it's worth, the only reason I'm fighting in this is because I 
knew a lot of good people in the Federation that died because of it 
and I'm determined to finish this unnecessary war. 

Recently the UNSC has uncovered their 'Super Soldiers project' as the 
Federation calls it. I first encountered one on my previous mission 
to scout an uncharted world for a new base camp but the UNSC had 
beaten me there. Or at least the one they call 'Master 
Chief ' . 

_"Samus, I have picked up two United Nation Space Command ships 
inbound. You need to come back to the ship."_ 

_"Adam, I need this information about the Space Pirates, besides 
they're just soldiers but bring the ship around. I only have around 
two health bars left."_ 

_"Encountered Space Pirates?"_ 

_"Not only that but also I forgot to replenish it to bar 25 back on 
the ship . 



_"Do you know how critical that is before a mission? You are not 
leaving this vessel until all of your health bars are full next time 
got it?" _ 

_"Yes 'dad'."_ 

_"Good, now I'm bringing the ship a kilometer east from your 
location. I expect the ships to arrive in two minutes. 

_"The information will only take a few more seconds . 

_"Then after that I suggest you double time it . 

_"Yes sir, Samus out . 

_I ' ve had no problem dealing with the soldiers before, so why should 
todays be any different? A little blue notification popped on my 
visor. **"Download complete"** ._ 

"_Adam? En route to pick up now."_ 

_"Acknowledged lady, I am picking up one tango coming up on your 
left . "_ 

_"I don't see anyone Adam, let me turn on my X-ray Visor. 

_Though there was a cloak to hide the soldier, the X-ray visor the 
Chozo had provided me with had shown a very strange heartbeat within 
a mass of some kind of powered armor. The reflection behind him 
shimmered across the cloak. Was this the UNSC's special soldier as I 
am for the Federation? But the real question that still lingered was 
if he was the only one. The soldier's armor was looked nothing 
compared to the FED Marines. By the looks of this man's armor, it had 
seemed almost impossible to penetrate with some kind of beam. I had 
known nothing pertaining to this man and some how it intrigued me 
enough to know I was going after yet another worthy opponent. _ 

_ "Adam, I don't think he knows that I see him." The irregular 
heartbeat soldier stood prone as I moved slowly not looking at it so 
he wouldn't know I knew of his presence. _ 

_"It appears that way lady."_ 

_I don't think I've seen this type of UNSC soldier before. Adam can 
you bring up information about him, weaknesses and your thoughts of a 
plan of attack?"_ 

_ " I am unable to find any information regarding the soldier. His 
armor is none I have seen before, lady, _ 

_"Damn, ok well he hasn't made any actions to attack me yet but I 
doubt he's here to make tea with me." While my suit wasn't far too 
heavy and provided a sturdy protection against almost all type of 
weapons except close combat and if this man's specialty was close 
combat, I was not in for a good time._ 

_"If I may lady, I recommend trying different types of the beams and 
see which one the soldier takes hardest. 

_"Good recommendation Adam, confronting the hostile now."_ 



_Though the hostile is masked, I see the shock in his body movement; 
the figure turned off the cloak and turned to face me as I propel my 
legs in the air hitting him in his visor with all of my force as well 
as a push from the rockets. I hear the now visible, orange visor 
crack but not break, sending the reflection of the sun in multiple 
directions. Though I'm not directly working for the Federation, I 
know I have to give this man a chance and know it's best to follow 
the rules before I need to pursue him fully. I turn my speaker to 
come off as a robot as I usually do before speaking to an unknown 
person. I still haven't decided whether it's for the edge or just to 
mess with them. "Do you surrender?"_ 

_From the shock as well as the force of the flow, the man stumbles 

but looks back at me ready to fight. Studying the obscure man I 

know he is already strong and that the UNSC has succeeded in creating 
a strong soldier. _ 

_ Activating the only weapon I knew affected all my enemies, I let 
him get distracted by circling him and pretend to attack. 'Just 
another job' I have to remind myself. We paused and began circling 
again creating new holes in the dry climate of the planet. This time 
it was he who was analyzing me, trying to calculate my next move. I 
take a closer look at his gun and by this his hand clenches the gun 
tighter creating a small dent in the titanium alloy. Knowing standard 
bullets don't really have an effect on my armor I know I can rule 
that out but the main factor I have to consider is the fact his armor 
could be overwhelming in a fist fight. While distracting him, my 
plasma beam had fully charged and I was ready to take the shot. It's 
to win the war. "The soldier has not given you an answer if he 
surrendered or not." It comes off more as a question rather than a 
statement, wishing to know my true intentions are dealing with him. 


_"No." Short and in a form of a warning. His voice was chilling to 
hear and gave away that he was confident in his skills. Though I'd 
admire him for standing with his army, it is not the wise decision. 
"You got your answer Adam and I've got mine." The anger in my voice 
surprised me; I guess the war really has taken a toll on me . _ 

_The soldier turned toward me and swung his armored fist against my 
helmet before I can react. The force behind it is inhuman. The all 
too familiar smell of metallic over masks the smell of my suit with 
the beginning of a fight. I can feel my visor threaten to break and 
the blow causes me to stumble. My head feels rattled but I clear 
vision in time to dodge his next hit sending him staggering forward 
sending the dirt on the ground into the air encasing our fight. I 
need to wait until I find the perfect moment to shoot him but the 
punch has already knocked one of my energy bars down eighty percent. 


_He returns to the fight and though he looks to be remaining calm but 
silent clench of his hands give off his frustration. He raises his 
anger dented shotgun and I, my cannon and continue to circle. Silence 
surrounds us until curiosity got the best of me. "Why is the UNSC 
here?" _ 

_He doesn't pause or give any slight acknowledgement of the question. 
He just continues to circle, stalking my movement to give away any 
weaknesses. Getting a good look at him, his drab armor seems either 



new, polished or just well taken care of by the way the sun gleams 
off of. The black suit underneath must give him better mobility where 
his hard armor doesn't go, contrary to mine where the whole body is 
incased in hard armor. I try to ask again in my most intimidating 
voice I can, "Why is the UNSC here?" but the same reaction 
follows ._ 

_"Lady I'm picking more ships en route." Great, more of these 

soldiers ._ 

_"Estimate? 

_"Two more, I suggest you pick up the pace . 

_"Yes sir, Samus out . 

_Taking advantage of the distraction of the call, the man struck 
forward and raised his gun but was quickly stopped by the small crook 
of my cannon. I gave it a quick pull upward knocking it out of his 
armored hands. He paused for a quick second, probably to analyze how 
fast it would take to retrieve it. Taking advantage of this, I aim 
for his head to shoot but as if he already knew, he spun around so 
fast it almost made me stop to marvel but I jumped out of the way as 
he threw a punch aimed for my visor. Hoping to crack it to reveal the 
man and his secrets of the Federation or rather, the woman and her 
secrets ._ 

_Catching his hand with my non-cannon hand I press as hard as the 
suit and I can in hopes of breaking his knuckles. His other hand 
grips my cannon as I try to raise it to his head. He's got a hell of 
a lot of arm strength, which causes my arm cannon to hesitantly go 
down, but I hear his other hand armor crack and I can't help but to 
feel a bit of satisfaction but with little over one bar and twenty 
percent energy left plus the ships coming, I know this is a battle I 
cannot win and I doubt this will be the last time I encounter his 
strange soldier. _ 

_"Adam, is the ship above me?"_ 

_"Exactly a kilometer. 

_"Then get the hatch open so I can jump in there, also get ready the 
energy room. I'm coming not so good."_ 

_"Understood, Adam out . 

_I can hear the enemy ship hovering close by. He notices it to and 
briefly looks to confirm it's them but a brief moment is all I need. 
Ignoring the suggestions and the warnings my suit gave me, I went in 
for the attack. I fire my plasma canon and aim for him chest. I could 
have gone with a clean headshot but I feel the need to send the UNSC 
a message and I think he should live by the shot only with a couple 
burns. Or at least that's the plan. I feel the energy surge through 
my arm and propel out of my cannon. The olive figure barely has time 
to register the danger and jumps to move out of the way but the beam 
still grazes his abdominal. _ 

_"Coming up . 

_His hand rushes to his stomach and tries to mask the pain but he 



doesn't make a noise other than an inevitable grunt. _ 

_Thrusters on, I jump to the Hunter IV, and head to get patched up. 

My heads still ringing and I'm pretty sure I have a concussion. Which 
is great considering the hell of the report I'm going to have to give 
to Admiral Dane. This was going to be a long ride back to base._ 

Not realizing I was still walking I bump rather hard into the low bed 
frame leaving a blue bruise on my leg. Stress, stress and more 
stress. This was an average normal day. Not bothering to take off the 
blue suit, I throw myself over the cool sheets and lay prone allowing 
the depth of the war sink as well as the soft mattress and close my 
eyes but all I see is a green figure staring right into my eyes 
through the opaque golden visor. At least it was different than 
watching the baby Metroid sacrifice his life for mine. The babya€ 1 
Unable to sleep of the thought of the olive armored man, (Or the 
Metroids) I turn to the man who knows me best to keep me at 
bay . 

"Adam, bring up all the information collected on this 'Master Chief', 
I need to be better equipped our next encounter" 

"Yes lady." 

"While no one has a had a report of what he looks like under the suit 
but he is said to have pale skin due to the lack of taking off the 
armor . " 

"And you say I spend too much in my Armor." 

"While not much is none about him, based on your last encounter with 
him, I scanned the suit which is about seven feet all and the armor 
is roughly one thousand pounds. Based on the leaked report, his kind, 
the augmented soldiers, were brought in as children to the UNSC to 
begin testing at a young age. After going through physical training, 
psychological training and receiving cybernetic and biological 
enhancements, they become known as the Spartans." 

"What about weaknesses, ways to penetrate the armor." 

"Gathered from your last encounter with him, he is most vulnerable to 
the Plasma beam as most enemies and his best strength is his agility 
and hand to hand combat." 

Shrugging my shoulders, I gave a blunt answer. "I'm more of a gun 
girl, best shot in the academy if you remember." 

"Of course, now Samus, you need to rest before we leave." 

"Alright, I'll see you in two hours." 

**Author's Note: Suggestions and reviews are graciously accepted. A 
special thank you to people who reviewed the first chapter, thank you 
for reading! ** 


3 . Chapter 3 


Chapter Three: 



I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 


_Samus ' s Point of View_ 

"I'll be back soon Adam. I don't expect too much of a fight now that 
I have my energy replenished." 

"Affirmative lady. I'll keep your seat warm until your 
arrival . " 

Touching the top of my left breast, I activate my suit and welcome 
the feeling of the molecules transforming onto my skin until I am 
encased in my familiar cherished Varia suit and jump out of the 
Hunter IV onto the moist floor of Saruis. 

A familiar face appears on my visor along with a navigation map. "I 
am detecting the information is located on the lower base of the 
temple. The Chozo left only 2 detected upgrades for the suit. I have 
narrowed the locations to be on the far side of the main room and in 
a hidden cavern accessed by a power bomb. Good luck lady." 

"Thanks for the update Adam, Samus out." 

Saruis is much different from what the file showed. Being a huntress 
and not a poet, I can just say Saruis 's landscape is pretty: Trees 
overlapped one another covering the sun's hot rays while the ground 
life began to thrive with new species of plants intertwining with 
each other. It almost seemed serine. That is until the constant 
reminder that the 'Demon' and his comrades would be here shortly. 
_Ruining the serenity. _No, I can't afford to think about them. The 
mission is too important to be side tracked. _What if they're 
thinking the same thing about me?_ Well that's not helping. 

-Line Break- 

The temple is larger than it appears on the inside. The once 
carefully stone-carved halls had been reduced to large chunks of 
boulders that laid in an uneven fashion; glyphs the previous owners 
had written were now illegible, only a few words were caught in my 
translator: "Hunter" and "perished". I don't know who "perishes" but 
I sure hope it's not me though it's what I was prepared to do, as 
every soldier is. Keeping the strange glyphs in the back of my mind, 

I just soldier on and look for the nearest upgrade. "Lady, scan the 
wall ahead. It is made of material that is easily destroyed with one 
use of the power bomb. My guess is that is where the upgrade is." 

As Adam predicted, the wall has a red square on my scan visor that 
indicated that it could be demolished easily. "Thanks for the heads 
up." _The demon, could he be my demise? _No, pull yourself together 
Samus. It will be the other way around. A long sigh couldn't help but 
to escape my mouth. Damned emotions, it also didn't help that it was 
the fourth year anniversary that the Metroid baby dieda€ 1 

My suit quickly transformed into the morph ball I and let out a sharp 
outburst of energy near the crumpling wall. It disintegrates and at 
last I could hear the familiar hum of the upgrade. I had gotten to 
use to the noise that it became as a second nature to find it. An 
orange glow encases the room. 

_Nuclear Emission morph ball acquired. When in morph ball mode or in 



suit form, the suit releases nuclear emissions to slowly affect the 
unarmoured enemies in the room and those armoured that aren't 
protected against nuclear emissions. When in suit mode and nuclear 
emissions are present in the room, it will be absorbed and added to 
the suit's source of energy of this power. WARNING: When releasing 
and absorbing nuclear emissions, a portion of health will be 
depleted, roughly around 40 % of one energy tank. The Chozo 
collaborated with the For^&* #$%_ 

Damn, the rest of the data's corrupted, though it's interesting. I 
wonder what the Chozo had originally planned for the use of this. 
"Adam, I'm sending the information about the new upgrade. It seems 
useful but strange; I'm a little wary of using it. Can you run some 
tests on the data codex it came with?" 

"At one lady." 

"Thanks I'm retrieving the information now, the second upgrade can 
wait . " 

"Copy that. 

Even though with the war and all is happening around, I can't help 
but to smile at his voice and with the camera in the suit so he can 
monitor my status, he knows I'm happy from his return. I didn't want 
to believe it at first, I was in a quarantine zone, and the 
Federation declared me a traitor and suddenly the voice of my 
recently deceased commanding officer called to me. I thought I had 
truly lost it but alas here we are as we've always been: At each 
other's side ready for combat. 

Remaining in Morph Ball mode for a faster approach, I avoided the 
cracks, creases and all the in betweens and ready myself for what 
lays ahead. 

-Line Break- 

"Samus, the ship is detecting some strange activity beneath the 
ruins. Though the commotion is not easy to understand, I heard the 
names Ridley and Huntress in Space Pirate dialect." 

So they did beat me here. Dammit, I thought I had more time. 

"I am also sensing that collecting information will be a trap and the 
real data, not the decoy, is hidden in the hearts of one in the of 
the statues in the sun room. I also suspect that the one they call 
"Master Chief will be here shortly, I'd say an estimated 
hour . " 

Right before I enter the ruins, wonderful. 

If I fight the Space Pirates right now. I'll risk my chance to 
retrieve the information but I could just kill them quicklyaC 1 Then 
again Ridley might take the rest of my energy tanks. Choosing logic 
over instinct, I retrace my steps until I arrive at the main room 
only to take a different route to reach the sunroom where I finally 
change back into my suit form. 


Sunroom really suggests on its name. The gentle sunlight of Saruis 
reflects off of the six statues in the room where a lake lays at 



their feet or rather things resembling feet. While the statues are in 
poor condition, they bare the appearance of humans but their heads 
are shaped in an odd matter and their noses aren't protruding 
outwards, more like reptilians. 

"Lady, it appears as if the information is inside the statues, it 
also appears that they have a faint heartbeat." 

"All of them?" 

"No, but I would suggest scanning them first." 

"Noted." Turning on my scan visor, the heartbeats are now visible and 
it now seems like the statues are actually live beings in some kind 
of stasis pod. Did the Chozo know about this? The names are carved at 
the bottom of their pedestals in some foreign dialect but for some 
reason, the suit can understand the language, as if the Chozo knew 
these creatures and communicated with them. The one scanned as 
_Ur-Didact _was the biggest statue of them all. It lay towards the 
far left but it wasn't the one I needed the information out of. That 
one lay in the middle, it appeared female and on the pedestal lay 
just one letter, L. I never killed without a reason and while this 
mission was extremely crucial to the war, I didn't want to kill 
_her_, to kill _L, _who knows what information she carried about the 
Chozo that could maybe discover more about my suit but a duty is duty 
and that is toward my people of the Federation. I couldn't let the 
UNSC get their hands on this, who knows what they could do to us but 
then again, I'm sure their thinking the same thing about us right 
now . 

Taking a deep breath I go towards her until I can feel something 
radiating off her, some kind of power that I've never encountered 
before . 

"Lady, I know you're uncomfortable doing this but this needs to be 
done . " 

"I know Adam." And with that said, out of a conflicted decision, I 
thrusted my armoured hand into her heart and there lay the 
information in some kind of white orb. The texture of the sphere 
burned into my hand while the blood encased it and then, every thing 
went white. A new form of species I had never seen before haunted my 
eyes though it seemed vaguely familiar. It's eyes bore into mine, 
sharing golden irises into my green, paralysing me where I stood. 

"One with the Chozo, interesting. You seek knowledge?" My mouth was 
open but something prevented me from speaking the obvious on my mind. 
_Y e s . _ 

As if she understood, her _aura_, if that's possible, stepped down 
from her pedestal, my hand still in her chest cavity and raised her 
hand to my visor. At the touch of my visor, a high ring rumbled 
throughout my suit making my knees collapse in vain of trying to 
cover my ears through my helmet with my gloved arm and canon. She, 
along with her statue vanished into the thin air leaving me 
incapacitated . The rest of the statues began to crack as a result of 
the high ring but I can't pay any more attention due to the blood 
dripping from my ears. 

The high ring lowered into a more understandable name but still 
undist inguishable . Again. _Zarus_. Clearer. _Sarus_. Clearer. 



_Samus_. Again. _Samus_. Louder. "Samus!" 

A man appeared on my screen and moved his lips at a rate not 
comprehendible, his eyes blinked slower than an Earth _Chelonii 
_would move around the globe. His face became disfigured but he 
seemed to know nothing of it. "Samus, you need to get up!" Why did he 
know my name and why did he seem familiar? "One tango coming on your 
left in five kilometres. Samus, can you hear me? Why was he yelling? 
My eyes were fixed on his moving face but couldn't register anything 
about it? Why was he on my screen? "Samus, I'm sorry about this." 
Sorry about wha- A jolt of pain throughout my body quickly shook me 
of my senses. 

_Adam. _That ' s who called me. "Adam, what's going on?" "I'm not quite 
sure. Your heartbeat is extremely irregular and you were disoriented 
for a while. How do you feel now?" To be honest, I didn't even know. 
All I know is that my head hurts worse than when I fought Meta-Ridley 
and Dark Samus on Tallon IV. "I'm fine Adam." One step forward 
claimed that a lie. A familiar sense of DA©jA vu runs through me as 
I tumbled forward but this time no one caught my arm. My helmet met 
the ancient floor with a thud making my face rush into the visor 
making my nose break on impact, splattering the screen with blood. 
"Lady, the tangos are now two kilometres from here. I'd say you need 
to get the hell out of there now." He tried to put on his best 
commanding voice but it just sounded like a worried parent. 

With one hand clutching my banged up head and the other canon lifting 
myself up until I'm carefully back on my feet but I quickly fall back 
down with a clank. I admit the obvious. "Adam, I don't think I can go 
back in this condition." 

"Lady you don't have an option. We have less than a minute before the 
UNSC arrive. I'm already sensing their ships closing by, I won't be 
able to maintain my position here, Samus. You need to get out of 
there now . " 

"Adam I-" A blue panel appeared at my screen. 

_Upgrade acquired: Librarian. Origin: unknown. Classification: 
unknown. Use: unknown. Power unknown. _ 

_"_Samus? Talk to me!" 

"Adam, something really strange is happening. I need to get to the 
ship now. Sending coordinates now. I'll meet you at the far left of 
the ruins . " 

"Negative, Samus. The UNSC are already here, they've discovered the 
ship and are opening fire. I need to lose their trail before I pick 
you up. Can you hold up for 10 minutes?" 

"Yes." _No._ 

"See you soon, Adam out." 

"If I can't walk, might as well roll." 

Viewing the enemies in the area as I roll out of the ruins, I count 
only one on foot but six birds in the air. The Space Pirates must 
have gone as the UNSC came and no doubt the one soldier on the ground 



is the 'Master Chief" claiming his payback on me. Just what I need, 
an opponent at my strength just when I can't fight. Great. 

The tall trees come to view as the ruins begin to disappear into the 
large bushes. I tumble out of the morph ball mode and due to the 
earlier events, I stumble in to a tree. Oh if Anthony could see me 
now, he'd be laughing his ass off. Pulling my head out of the tree, I 
look around activating my X-ray visor and look around for any hint of 
the ' Demon ' . 

Poorly covered footprints, an echo of a heartbeat and the smell of 
armour. So, _he_ has arrived to try to ambush me. Not a wise move. No 
point in keeping that a secret. "Chief!" I know you're here." The 
roar of his gun in my direction gave me an honest answer that he was 
in no mood to negotiate and a familiar orange visor came up from 
behind the old ruins. "Cheap shots. I can play that." But can I? I'm 
still not 100% sure I can even fight. Best I can I do is keep talking 
until Adam gives the OK. "What's your game plan, _Demon_? 

While I have no idea why, the name has obviously affected him. A 
sudden jolt from his fighting posture gives it away and he leans 
closer, lowering his voice until it grumbles around my suit, "Where 
did you hear that name?" By now the bleeding in my nose has stopped 
but it still gave me a nasal sound though the voice distorter 
attempted to cover it up. "I asked you a question, _Demon."_ Not the 
best idea to try and agitate your foe more but I think I seriously 
damaged my critical thinking side of the brain now. 

The soldier's usual cool temper lit a flame and he came with full 
force. I leaned back to avoid his super soldier blow and the sharp 
noise of the breeze swam past my visor. He came again and this time 
my footing failed me, his armoured knuckles collided against the left 
of my helmet making my face run into the opposite side with another 
crack of my nose and the unavoidable ring of my brain rattling 
against the helmet. I needed a second to recuperate and to doge the 
next blow but that was a second stolen from the new upgrade I still 
needed to figure out what it can do. 

WARNING: Energy levels remain at 55%, previous energy rerouted to 
aiding the installations of new upgrades. "Lady, fight back!" _Adam._ 
A roundhouse kick powerful enough to crack my visor was the last I 
could take in this state. "Samus, I'm coming." "Don't, they'll catch 
you too. Deliver the information I'm sending you to Admiral Dane then 
come and get me. I'll activate the tracking. So. You. Can-" The 
soldier in front of me seemed unsure of how to proceed seeing how it 
looked (and was) that I was defeated. My legs lost their firm battle 
stand and I wavered for a moment. I tried to step forward but again, 
the floor caught me making an indention in the muddy floor. Even 
though his visor couldn't be seen through, my last view was Master 
Chief's curious looks of my easy defeat. "Tell Lord Hood I've taken 
the Eederation's Super Soldier. Prepare a space for interrogation for 
him." And then, darkness consumed my vision. 

Author's note: Thanks for reading! Eavs/Eollows are much appreciated, 
as are reviews. Until next timea€l 


4 . Chapter 4 


Chapter Eour: 



I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 


_Samus ' s Point of View_ 

"John, the soldier is heartbeat is speeding up. I believe he is 
waking up . " 

A soft voice woke me of my unconsciousness . My eyelids were heavy, my 
body sore, the inside of my suit was caked in blood, my armoured 
wrists were held up high and I had no idea where I was. 

Have you woken from your slumber, one with the Chozo?"_ 

Chozo? My eyelids sprang open only to reveal and a brightly lite room 
with no furniture but rather two people inside: A reasonably large 
soldier in drab armour that seems slightly familiar and a rather 
fragile looking elderly lady who were both looking at me intently. "I 
don't think he recognizes us or know where he is in." 

The green figure's body movements were obvious he wasn't in the most 
pleasant mood today. He stepped forward and leaned towards my visor 
hoping to catch a glimpse of my eyes but thus they shielded my 
identity. "What do you know about the Didact?" 

The Didact? Why did that sound familiar? 

The elderly lady stepped forward to place her gentle hand on the 
rough man's shoulder. "John, it would be best to not agitate him. He 
still doesn't know anything." Know anything about what? To my 
surprise the giant armoured figure stepped down and started to pace 
around the small white room. 

A small blue beep came from within my dark suit but the two strangers 
seemed to know nothing about it. Unsure of how to answer it, I just 
spoke out loud not to anyone in particular. "Hello?" 

A loud bark of relief filled my suit. "Samus! I've pinpointed your 
location. I'm in range of the ship you are in." 

"Who are you?" 

"Samus, it's your Commanding Officer Adam Malkovich. I need you get 
up and get the hell out of there, understood lady?" 

_Lady_ 

"Yes sir." My memories of the previous fight flooded my brain and the 
injuries still rattled my brain. 

ChiefaC 1 

That bastard. 

I was reckless in the mission and as a result I was now a prisoner of 
war. _Hopefully, not for long._ 

My armour was still incapacitated and hung on my body but it wasn't 
heavy. No sounds of the familiar beeps filled the lonely space on my 
suit and no familiar bright lights covered my face, only a darkness 



that just I could see into. 

"Lady, I don't know exactly where you are just that you are in the 
east wing of the ship. I'll swoop down over there and pick you up. Is 
there enough oxygen for you to go in space for about five 
minutes ? " 

My armour had stopped using my oxygen supply to use those of the 
ships. Now that I was in a spot where there was an abundance of air, 

I might as well just take advantage of it. "I do now Adam but before 
you come, I want to see if I can tap into their data banks and 
retrieve something." 

"Samus, that'll require you to start your suit. It takes 5% to get it 
up and running and a 2% to look for the information, not to mention 
you need to save at least 3% for Oxygen and to actually running to 
the ship. You currently have 21%. I've managed to run a diagnostics 
through the new upgrade you gave me . " 

"And?" 

"And, it'll be necessary to get out of the room. You need to release 
some of the emissions you encountered in Sarius and then do a power 
bomb . " 

"Won't that kill everyone in the wing?" 

"Unfortunately. " 

"Adam, I can ' t . " 

"I'm not going to lose you to them, Samus. This will take about 10% 
of you energy source." 

"I'll find a way to warn at least the old lady ok?" 

"She's not just some old lady. Her name is Catherine Halsey, she was 
a in charge of creating the SPARTANS so don't underestimate 
her . " 

"Understood . " 

"I'll see you soon lady." 

_It would not be wise to hurt the Demon or his Doctor. _ 

There's the voice again. All my main power functions were off, so 
who's communicat ing with me? It was soft but spoke with authority. 
Familiar yet so foreign. 

Focusing back on the view in front of me. Dr. Halsey and Chief were 
in a deep conversation. 

"He needs the necessary measures taken to win the war Dr.! 

"I won't allow you to hurt him until I know more about him!" 

"I need answers." 


"As do I ! " 



Activating my com link, they both stop their conversation and look at 
me. "I'll give answers only to the doctor." 

"Deal." Dr. Halsey looks and at Chief with a growing grin on her face 
while he just stood and thought of all the possibilities I could do 
to her. 

"Fine, but if you lay a finger on her I will personally see to you 
painful execution." And that was the only answer I got before he 
left . 

The doctor looked at me with gray curious eyes and stepped into my 
view . 

"Are you human?" 

"Yes . " 

"What's your suit made out of?" 

"My DNA. " 

"Fascinating." Her brow lifted and she stepped slightly closer to 
inspect the armour. 

"Look, I'll tell you what you need to know if you promise me one 
thing." I didn't know why but she seemed very familiar. 

"It depends on the reason." 

"I just need you to trust me." 

"Trust you? Ha! You think me mad?" 

"No but for some odd reason I don't want to hurt you. You need to 
know that I never wanted this war." 

"Why should I believe that?" 

"Adam? Scramble the cameras in the east wing." 

"Already done." 

The prying doctor confronted me until we were f ace-to-f ace . I leaned 
in closer and she seemed unfazed by it. Taking a deep breath I 
deactivate the opaqueness of my screen so she can view my eyes and 
take off the voice distorter. Her thin lips form a small 0 and she 
stepped back. "You're just a simple woman." 

"My name is Samus Aran and I'd appreciate it if you didn't tell 
anyone . " 

"Samus?" 

"Yes, that's my name." 

"No, I think I've met you beforeaC 1 " 


"What?" 



"Yes, on the human colony K-2L." 


"How do you know about K-2L?" 

"I was searching for candidates for the SPARTAN program. I've met 
your mother, such a kind woman. I am very sorry for your loss. You 
have my word, I won't tell anyone." 

Though I didn't have my visor to tell me her heartbeat, her voice 
sounded sincere so I decided to go with that although curiosity still 
rampaged through my mind. 

"How did you meet my mother?" 

"I was in the community playground when I saw you playing with her. 
She said you're father had gotten an alert and had to leave. I'm 
assuming that the alert of the Space Pirates." 

A long sigh escaped my lips. "What do you want to know?" 

She gave me a small smile and a low chuckle. "Well first on how you 
can kick Joh- Master Chief's arse." 

I could help but to smile and I'm sure the smile reached my eyes due 
to the way she smirked back. 

-Line Break- 

"Dr. Halsey, I'm sorry to cut this short but Chief is en route. I 
need to darken my visor and change my voice again. I trust you won't 
tell anyone what I've told you or in that detail." 

"You have my word. Samus, I'm afraid to tell you Chief willaCl" 

I stopped her before she finished her sentence to try and make her 
feel less guilty. 

"I am a prisoner of war, I will face my charges. Just a word of 
advice, stay away from the east wing after you go. Take anyone who 
you think worthy as well." And for some crazy reason I felt the need 
to say, "Take the Chief with you. It's not going to be pretty." Her 
eyes changed from curiosity to understanding and she gave a quick 
nod . 

At the cue. Chief walked in with four other scientists, no torturers. 
Dr. Halsey looked back at me once with sorrow ridden eyes before 
tugging on Chief's armour to signal him to let the torturers do their 
job. Though I couldn't see his gaze, I could feel his eyes burn into 
me. "I'll be back when they are finished." 

The metal doors shut and the three men looked at me with predatory 
eyes. "You've killed a lot of our men and women." One of the men 
dared to come closer bringing an array of instruments with him. He 
wore a simple black suit as the rest of them and his black curly hair 
was gelled back. "I'm not a simple killer but this job, oh I will 
enjoy this one. He brought his hand to touch the smooth metals of my 
suit and gently caressed it. "Once I find out how to break this suit, 
I will break the man inside it." His small lips drew back into a 
perverted grin. "Alex, bring me the wires." Whatever the wires are. 



they don't sound good coming from him. "At once." 

The small brown haired man came back with a rather large battery 
looking object with long wires protruding out of it. He placed it 
over the unnamed torturer in front of me. "Roger, bring the modified 
crowbar." "Yes sir." 

The reasonably tall blonde came back with a regular looking crowbar 
except for the large spikes coming out of it. "Now, GF agent, you are 
going to tell me your secrets whether you like it or not." The 
grabbed the crowbar with his two hands and drew back. 

Adam, please hurry. 

**Thanks to Anon for reviewing! Until next timea€l** 


5 . Chapter 5 
Chapter Five: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus ' s Point of View_ 

The scene before me was seen in red. Could be from exhaustion, could 
be from my visor's blood stained screen or it could just simply be 
from the multiple beatings and shocks I've gotten that I can't 
distinguish colours now. My arm and canon have been strapped up for 
so long that all the blood has rushed down. The nameless man keeps 
swinging but I don't give him the satisfaction of making a noise or 
movement. I've been trained for this, I didn't graduate top of my 
class for nothing. He must believe that every man or woman can be 
broken. I must be the first not to for him. My allegiance is with the 
Chozo and the Federation, I took an oath and vowed to keep it and I 
never go back on my word. 

The man in front of me persists for the reasons of the GF ' s 
involvement on Sarius but I never respond. I simply repeat my name, 
rank and serial number: over and over. They didn't know who I was of 
course. They didn't know whom they were interrogating under the 
helmet other than a simple name, rank and serial number but it didn't 
matter to him. For all he knew, I was the enemy who killed their 
soldiers. I vaguely remember Chief walking in to see if I had 
cracked. After the disappointment that I didn't he looked up my name 
in the data banks but it was nowhere to be found. I have Adam to 
thank for that, he agreed with Admiral Dane to delete all my 
information in every data bank except for mine. Sometimes it's good 
to have an AI for a friend. 

"What were you doing on Sarius?" The switch in the tone of voice from 
enjoyment to annoyance shook me of my mini daydream. Along with that, 
it shook my body awake and aware of my injuries from before and now. 
"Answer me!" Pain aroused throughout my body: My calves, thighs, 
abdominal, chest, biceps, wrists and mainly my head. My nose was 
broken and then shortly after, rebroken. Having the suit based on 
mental strengthness , it was a constant battle to stay awake and keep 
the mental barrier up or face the consequences of my suit 
degenerating. "Answer me!" 



Name. Rank. Serial number. Pain. Blood. Repeat. 


The cycle continued until I was almost certain the blood loss had 
made me hear the sound of an angel in disguise of my ex-commanding 
officer. "Samus, are you still there?" 

"Adam?" I managed to croak out. My throat was full of the muffled 
screams that refused to be let out. "Samus, what are they doing to 
you?" His voice was hushed as if whispering but I knew it was just 
his concerned voice. "I'm fine Adam, just a little banged up. Are you 
here?" My question came out more of the tone of a poorly disguised 
plea. "Yes Lady, I need you to power up your suit. I'm rerouting 1% 
to your health and 5% to power up and give you your functions back 
but you won't be able to use them. Remember, 10% is for the upgraded 
power bomb. I've already used to 2% to look for the information we 
needed and have forwarded it to Admiral Dane. Any objections 
lady?" 

Though it was hard from hardly having any blood in my hand, my hand 
flipped upside down and my fingers twisted into a thumbs down. The 
three men before me all raised an eyebrow and cocked their head to 
the side. An advanced visor appeared on my screen and outlined the 
men in red and labeled them as threats, easy take down. I could feel 
the adrenaline rush run throughout my body, easing it in each of my 
muscle fibers. Forcefully, I flex my fingers to test their strength 
and let each of them pop. They ache but man does it feel good. I see 
a little yellow icon appear in my screen with a bio hazardous sign. 
This must be the deadly new upgrade. Let's try it on these lovely 
gentlemen but first, I need to take care of the alpha torturer. He is 
already close due to the repeated hits he swung at me . I easily break 
out of my arm shackles and grip his scrawny little neck with my 
powered armoured hand. "Not so tough are you?" He claws to break free 
but like hell he's going to get out of my death grip. The other two 
men, Roger and Alex I believe, both have eyes the size of Earth and 
sweat begins to dampen their brow. Nameless pleas innocence, "It's 
just a job" but I don't listen. In fact the only thing I am paying 
attention to is steady hum in my head, probably from my injuries. I 
contort my fingers so that nameless can no longer do his dirty work 
and release him, crumpling on the floor in a small pile. Before the 
other men can move, I transform into a morph ball and release the new 
upgrade . 

Vengeance has my attention now. She's a thrill, satisfying and a 
turning me into a bloodthirsty bitch. 

A steady amount of emissions leak from my pores and begin to fill the 
silver steel room. Both men make a break for the door but fall before 
they reach the door handle. Small scratches paint the door. "Better 
luck next time boys." Still in morph ball mode I slowly charge myself 
and reabsorb the emissions and the energy concentrated in the room. 
Oh, this is going to be fun. I check my small screen's radius to see 
if the doctor and Chief are there but find they are on the South 
wing. Perfect. 

I release the energy pent up in one single burst. The doors are blown 
away by the explosion and quickly melted by the radiations. Similar 
reactions occur beyond the doors. Men, women, soldiers, doctors are 
all too late for their fate. The combined gases and explosions make 
the space cruiser create a shift in balance. I don't move thanks to 
my gravity boots but what remains from the explosion are thrown 



violently across the room. "Samus, you're down to 3 percent. You need 
to head for the ship. I'm uploading coordinates now." On cue, a 
familiar blue exoskeleton of the cruiser appears to the right of my 
visor with a green shape on the outside of the cruiser limits: the 
Hunter IV. 

"On my way." My body's realization of what little health I have comes 
back to me. While my suit feels a second skin for me, it feels like 
I'm wearing rocks as armour. I take my first steps, testing my 
strength in my legs but evidently find none. My body collapses with a 
rather quiet thud. Probably because now because of the holes in the 
ship that lead out to space, in which sound can't happen. Not again. 

I let out a rather loud and satisfying groan of dissatisfaction, not 
that anyone can hear me but I feel as if I've let the goddess of 
groans proud. 

"Samus, I'm picking up fast movement headed toward your way. It 
appears as if it is The Chief." 

I adopt a slow agonizing but steady jog. My throat is in flames and 
my legs protest with every step. "Adam, you know I can't fight him in 
this condition." His response took longer than anticipated. "I know 
that, justaC 1 " He paused and gave a deep breath. "Look, I know I'm 
not there in person but I can't lose you. You and Ian were my only 
family and when Ian diedaClI," Another sigh. "I can't lose you, ok?" 
It was hard to talk and continue running but I gave a quick and 
simple, "Understood, sir." to get my point across. 

The path to the Hunter IV was getting a shorter and shorter as was 
the distance between me and the approaching red dot on my visor. 
"Adam, ETA is 2 minutes. Open the hanger, I'm coming in 
hot . " 

"Acknowledged. " 

As my feet were getting slower, the vibrations of another runner 
became louder and faster, matching the rhythm of my heart. What is 
left of the hallways keeps me making sharp turns and u turns to avoid 
the doors and hopefully. Him. Remorse flows in me as I pass ashes, 
bones and sometime parts of the previous residents. 

_"You did as was necessary, one with Chozo. Perished beings are on 
occasion the only response to a situation. Do not feel remorse. It 
shall pass . 

Though I know I have to return to my ship, I stop dead in my tracks. 
It's that voice again. A rapid beep notifies me of the closing red 
dot. "Samus! What are you doing? You need to get out of there, now!" 
His voice rings in my ear but my brain doesn't register it. "Adam, 
did you hear that?" 

"I didn't hear anything! Now double time it back to the ship!" He 
never loses his edge. 

_"Do not be afraid one with Chozo. I shall explain everything once 
back on the ship. I have met the Chief before but I doubt he'll show 
you mercy after what you have done here. Although, it was a wise 
decision not to hurt the doctor. 


Choosing everything in my mind except logic, I start up my legs to be 



prepared to run, and dash off as I hear a faint, "-rtana, I've found 
him." It's safe that now I'm limping but I push those thoughts away 
and focus on the Hunter IV that's approaching into my view. "I have a 
visual on you, Samus." The welcoming bright lights that bounce off 
from the nearest sun illuminate the ship from behind. It truly looks 
like an angel of some sort. "Approaching now." My legs couldn't take 
the blood loss and the needed strength that wasn't there. An orange 
visor came into view as my vision began to waver. "Adama€ 1 " 

"Dammit Samus, I'm coming!" My knees gave in again and an all too 
familiar pain of a fall rushes throughout my limbs. A blast of air 
came out of the Hunter IV as the doors begin to open and a silhouette 
of a figure takes it's steps toward me. I have truly done it now. I'm 
dead. I have to be, why else would I see the body of my ex-commanding 
officer? He's still clad in his formal uniform like in the hologram 
but though I have my gloves on he feels cold as he grabs my forearm. 
"Samus lets go." An unnaturally strong tug on my non-canon wrist 
brings me on my feet but from the loss in blood, I fall right back 
down. "Samus, stay with me." 

A loud stream of bullets past us as the Demon has finally caught up 
with us. Though it's the bullets that don't have me worried seeing 
them bounce off of Adam's body, it's the soldier's brute force that 
has me worried. Adam looks away from my visor to see the soldier who 
I see in the reflection of his eyes. The Chief is still firing his 
guns but Adam is calculating to see how long it takes for him to get 
here. "Samus, I know this may seem a little weird but I need you to 
trust me." I have no reason to, seeing that I just met the body of a 
thought-to-be-dead CO but then again I'm about to die anyways. I 
reply with a small "Ok" making me feel young and weak compared to my 
normal commanding voice. With unexpected strength, he picks both of 
my legs gently and wraps my arm around his neck. The gunfire still 
goes on as we walk but as I drift into the darkness I feel it getting 
closer and closer. 

WARNING: ENERGY AT CRITCAL LEVEL, 1% 

WEAPON SYSTEM OEELINE 
LIEE SUPPORT OEELINE 
VISOR OEELINE 
ZERO-SUIT a€" 57 SECONDS 

As I daze out, my suit begins to de-molecule but it still doesn't 
show my blue suit underneath or rather my identity. The Adam 
lookalike picks up a faster pace to the ship which isn't too far but 
me weighing around 200 pounds not including the suit which probably 
weighs another 200 pounds, it's no surprise at the weight we are 
traveling but knowing this brings up the question: How could a normal 
human be able to lift roughly 400 pounds? As my brain tries to solve 
the unanswerable question, the soldier's rough and fast footsteps are 
near. The shooting has stopped but I can't remember when. A small 
hiss of a lock brings my out of my near-death dream and back into the 
painful reality. 

"We ' re home . " 


Looking up is Adam's rough angelic face with his hard eyes set on the 



door to the Hunter IV, hard pounding on the wall of a shotgun create 
small dents in my ship and rattle me as they reflect off my suit. 

Adam seems unaffected of the multiple shots he has in his back, which 
if I were not in this bad of a state, would be worried. The walls of 
the Hunter IV begin to enclose us indicating the safety within the 
ship and Adam takes a glance back at the soldier. He knows he's 
defeated; he stands still as we pull away. 

My suit finally degenerates as the last of the door closes and 
welcome the darkness that eludes the pain. 

"Till we meet again soldier." 

Like always, reviews as well as favs or follows give me more 
motivation to finish the next chapter. Special thanks to jonatnokia 
and Anon22 for reviewing and to all those who've favourited or 
followed it, until next time... 


6. Chapter 6 
Chapter Six: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus ' s Point of View _ 

"Samus, can you hear me?" 

A rough assertive voice stirs me of the darkness that encloses my 
eyes. While it is assertive, it has a gentle softness to it. "Call 
the nurses, she's waking up." Another voice, more familiar. "'Bout 
time you woke up, princess." My head still has a fussy sensation 
meaning I'm still recovering from a fight but I can't recall the 
details. "Samus?" There's the voice again, it almost sounds 
likeaC 1 " 

I let my eyes slowly open to fulfill my curiosity but only find the 
blinding white lights to be those of the hospital, which cause me to 
shut them quickly. The distinct smell of alcohol fills my nose as my 
senses become more awake. "Samus, how do you feel?" My eyes, now 
knowing that the room is bright, slowly open to identify the source 
of the voice but are left only to find three men dressed in formal 
Federation blues to the left of my bed. The man closest to me is the 
one who sent me on this trouble-causing mission: _Fleet Admiral 
Dane_. His white stubble had been recently shaved but his dull brown 
eyes gave away the countless hours of no sleep. The man next to him 
holds a big grin and happiness shines in his big brown eyes. "Have a 
nice nap there?" _Anthony._ He never changes. Subconsciously a small 
smile grew on my lips towards him and lastly a man whom I'd never 
thought I'd see again straightens his posture. _Adam. _It was as if 
looking into my hologram. He was dressed in his formal Federation 
uniform with the many medals on his shoulder with some I've never 
scene before. His batt le-harden face lightened into a gentle smile 
and coming from him, that meant more than words ever could. 

This is too surreal, I try to shake off what I'm seeing and actually 
tell if this is reality. "Where am I?" The question is coarse from 
however long I was out for. Admiral Dane speaks first, "You're aboard 
my ship, the GFS Olympus. We're docking to Earth as we speak. 



Earth . 


"So the war is over? Did we win?" Admiral Dane's eyes looks around 
the room avoiding my eyes, something had to be up. "Anthony?" Now it 
is my turn to avoid Adam, I still can't believe he's standing less 
then three feet away. "Not exactly, princess." Anthony doesn't break 
eye contact. "The war did end it's just not in the way you would 
think?" Not in the way I would think? "Did we lose?" 

"No, it's not that. Wea€ 1 " Each one of the men shifted uncomfortably 
under my glare. Adam turned his head the side. "You've been gone a 
long time, Samus. Please understand that." It still felt like 
yesterday that Adam hauled my ass out of the UNSC ship, in fact I bet 
I still have my wounds to prove it. I lift up my hand where there was 
an expected long gash between the wrist and the index finger but 
found not so much as a scratch. I examine the rest of my body only to 
find the same: No injuries anywhere, the only big difference is that 
my hair grew roughly five inches longer. My eyes widen at the 
realization of the very fact that I had indeed had been gone while 
but the question that pounded in my head was left to be 
unanswered . 

"How long?" 

Adam turned his head towards me making his eyes burn into mine under 
the intensity. "Almost a year. The UNSC and the Eederation have ended 
the war two months ago at the understanding that the Covenant and the 
Space Pirates are working together. After you passed out, I directed 
the ship to Admiral Dane to which where the doctors worked 
extensively on you. Your heart stopped two times, you suffered from 
dehydration, your lungs were both punctured as a result from the 
broken ribs and there was excess pressure in your brain so they had 
to place a tube in your skull to drain the fluid. You broke your nose 
several times so you will find a slight bump on it now and your right 
eye now has a line going through it as a result from the torture. You 
didn't feel any of this in the last moments of when you were awake 
because of the adrenaline boost the suit provided you when you 
entered critical conditions. Anything else you'd like to know?" 

Well he certainly ripped off the Band-Aid. I shook my head in 
response but I still wondered how he got here. I slowly ran my finger 
over my nose much to the amusement of the three men in front of me 
and found that I did have a small bump. I traced the bump to my right 
eye to feel a line of smoother skin running down my eyebrow to my 
cheek. My limbs felt weary but they didn't feel hurt. It was strange 
to feel them like this after hours of torture. 

I swung my legs over the bed a felt the cold hard floor underneath. 
"You're not supposed to do that yet, princess." I didn't turn to him 
but I could feel Adam staring disapprovingly to Anthony. "She needs 
to get back up on her feet, we have work to do." 

I place my weight on my right, then my left foot until I find I'm 
ready to walk. There's still an ach in my joints making stumble a 
little but I brace the wall so I don't fall. It's only then I realize 
I'm wearing just the hospital gown. 

"I'll wait outside for you, princess." Anthony leaves the Admiral and 
Adam to endure what episodes I'll have. Dane closes his eyes and 
gives a heavy sigh. "I know the war was just yesterday for you but we 



have bigger problems than them. I have an assignment for you, " he 
paused and looks at Adam with a heavy heart. "I'll leave you two to 
discuss . " 

The door shut with a quite thud and Adam raised his head to mine. "I 
came back." His blue eyes were filled with an emotion I couldn't put 
my finger on but I knew it had to do with remorse. "Are you actually 
back? I saw you die, Adam." 

"I know, in the flesh I died but you know how you found my 
consciousness in the BSL station?" 

"How could I forget? The X parasites were a horrible 
experience . " 

"Well, I had uncovered a secret Federation file about android 
test inga€ 1 " 

"So you're nota€ 1 " He rolled up his sleeve to reveal a patch of skin, 
or so it looked. He brought it closer to where I stood so that I 
could feel it. It was neither smooth nor rough just, cold. The closer 
it was, the more I could see the tiny wires underneath the 
synthetics. I ran a careful finger over its surface to confirm its 
existence and looked back at him with curiosity. 

"I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner, I just wanted to make sure it 
was functioning and fit for combat." His eyes still shown the same 
shade of blue before he wasa€ 1 this but I couldn't help the small 
smile teasing at my cheeks. "I'm just glade you're back." 

"Me too." He returned the smile and gently laid his cold hand on my 
shoulder. The smile quickly faded as he took back his hand with a 
deep exhale, "War with the Pirates and the Covenant is coming, 
everyone knows it and you and the Chief are our only hope." I 
couldn't help but to cringe at the name. It was only yesterday that 
he ordered his people to torture me. "He's on our side now, 

Samus . " 

"It's all happening so quickly." It came out as a whisper. He turned 
his back staring holes into the wall. 

"I know, Samus, I know." He tilted his head to that he could see me 
and gave a small grin. "We've managed to create some upgrades for the 
Suit. It's more advanced than anything we've made so it should give 
you and edge over Chief if things come to worst or if you just want 
to spar . " 

"Thanks Adam, if you don't mind I'd like the room to myself to 
collect my thoughts for a bit and get ready for the big 
debrief . " 

"Meet you out there." He gave a small nod and left me to my solitude 
trying to grasp what really happened. 

Pressing the Chozo symbol on my left breast my hospital gown has 
fallen and my Zero suit is now on. Though it feels as time hasn't 
moved for me, it feels good to have the Zero suit on again. As my 
line of work never ends, "Time to get on with the mission." 


**Thanks for reading and a special thanks to Red Diz ****for 



reviewing****!** **Next up we see what her mission is exactly. Leave 
a comment, suggestions or reviews and I would love to hear what you 
guys want to expect from this story, thanks for reading! I'll update 
once I get at least one review.** 


7 . Chapter 7 
Chapter Seven: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus 's Point of View _ 

The headquarters of the Galactic Federation looked like it had been 
through hell. There were men with papers flying everywhere, bullet 
marks that sprayed the walls and I couldn't help but to spot out the 
few poorly cleaned bloodstains. The people instantly straighten as 
they saw the Admiral and I walk to his office. "Ma'am, Sir." 

After dodging the files on the floor, we finally reached his office. 
It was still cluttered like the hallway outside but it had its own 
order. He extended his hand to offer me a seat in one of the bullet 
torn chairs, probably the only spare one he had, and he turned his 
back on me to face the sun-illuminating window that surprisingly had 
no marks. Bullet proof, I mused. 

"I'm sure Adam has already told you a brief run down on why we're 
doing this." I nodded my head in acknowledgement. "Somewhat." 

He slightly turned his head toward me. "Well I know he doesn't 
bullshit people. It's all true, we're merging with the UNSC because 
of the damn Space Pirates and the Covenant, and as much as I'd like 
to put another bullet into one of their heads, the only way of 
stopping them is by working together. I've already spoken with 
Terrence and we've agreed to a peace treaty." Fleet Admiral Terrence 
Hood, supposedly a big shot in the war or so I've read. There's been 
rumor's that he and Admiral Dane were once friends, maybe that's why 
he called him by the first name. 

There was too many variables of the result of the civil war: Enemies 
were made, families were broken up and a huge distrust of the 
civilians. Especially those who wore pins of the side they were on, 
it would take a strong factor to bring these people together not to 
mention that the already UNSC soldiers hated me while the Eederation 
soldiers hated the Chief. Speaking of which, I hadn't heard any news 
about him from AdamaC 1 

"Permission to speak freely sir?" He turned to face me with an amused 
look . 

"Granted." I brought my brows together, flinching a little from the 
not-completely-healed wound. 

"Sir, I know we need to join forces for this but we can't expect them 
work together if our soldiers will be murdering each other. It's 
false hope. Their _soldier_ continuously tried to murder me, hell 
he's ordered his men to torture me and no doubt their army practice 
their shooting at a picture of me!" 



"Samus, they are soldiers through and through. You're also forgetting 
we have a shooting range with a picture of _him_. Don't forget that 
the war ended two months ago, a lot has happened since then._ 

"I understand." And I did but some part of me couldn't grasp the idea 
that I would have to work with _him _now. 

His amused look faded and his deep creases along his forehead 
deepened. "Good, they require I send you to their head quarters for a 
formal introduction. A party from what I can understand." 

"A party, after the entire war and the start of a new one? So I just 
go to their head quarters and waltz right in?" 

"That's the plan. Remember, politicians love parties. After the party 
they're going to have a meeting regarding the truce and since you're 
already there, I have chosen you to be the ambassador for the 
Galactic Federation." I could feel my eyebrows go up and my eyes 
widen. "That- " I couldn't decline, not when the stakes are too 
high." It's an honor sir." 

"That being said, I know you are still a Freelance Bounty Hunter but 
I would appreciate it if you would rejoin the Federation." 

"I-" I received no time to reply for what he said next would take the 
breath out of my lungs. 

He braced his hands against the desk and leaned forward, not 
disconnect ing our eye contact. "You would be instantly promoted to 
vice Admiral due to your vast experience of in both the Federation 
and as a bounty hunter and as we make the merge with the UNSC, you 
will keep your rank if you accept . " 

But he didn't promote me for my vast experience or my knowledge of 
war. It was all for show, their super soldier commanding and their 
leading armies. It was an honor but I didn't deserve it. People like 
Adam should have been awarded this, not some freelance bounty hunter 
and I can see it in the Admiral's eyes that he knows this but I 
accept because it'll show the UNSC that they have one tough bitch 
leading armies and the Federation is not messing around. 

I lean forward as he does and look back at him with newly determined 
eyes. "It would be an honor sir." His eyes gave the appearance of 
weary but he returned the determination. 

He retracted his hands and walked towards the door. "Honors mine 
Aran. Now get ready for the party, it begins in five 
hours . " 

**Thanks for reading, here's short chapter for the next one coming 
up. Super special thanks **bold blinding blue **for reviewing!** 
**Next up we see how the 'mission' goes. Leave a comment, suggestions 
or reviews and I would love to hear what you guys want to expect from 
this story, thanks for reading! I'll update once I get at least three 
reviews. I already have the next chapter, just need a couple more 
reviews and it'll be up.** 


8 . Chapter 8 



Chapter Eight: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus 's Point of View _ 

The trees slowly swayed to the ocean current. Beats of sweat began to 
form on my forehead not due to the humidity of the place but the 
nervous wreak I was. The lighting of the party within the building 
softly lite the concrete outside and the shadow of my body. "Galactic 
Federation business. Right..." Repeating the words did nothing but 
add to my anxiety. A stray hair fell from its tight knot and with my 
breathing, it rose and fell. Why did I agree to this? I was no 
diplomat, I murdered and have slain thousands with no remorse but I 
couldn't handle politicians, not when all I wanted to do was silence 
them . 

Though I didn't like the mission I was assigned here I had to admit, 
the view was spectacular. The waves of the beach slowly rose bringing 
the sand and a few sea critters. 

I couldn't avoid the inevitable no matter how much I wanted. Dusting 
off the imaginary dust on my blue slit dress, I make way towards the 
glass entrance, heels clicking a tune behind and stop just as a young 
man walks out toward me. And here I was hoping for minimal human 
interaction. For once the man isn't shortener than my 6' 3 now 6' 7 
wearing heels. 

He extends his hand and makes eye contact making me look at his 
facial features though his eyes linger over the scars on my face. His 
maroon brown eyes complement the same coloured tie, his skin appear 
to be the colour of porcelain with a few lighter parts to accommodate 
for the scars and his hair looks over gelled, a trait found in over 
confidant men as Adam taught me. "Welcome to the UNSC 
Missa€ 1 " 

"Aran, Galactic Federation vice Admiral Aran and you?" There goes the 
fake fancy title. I gave him my hand and gave it a firm shake. His 
eyes widened and his grip on the handshake loosened. 

"Uh, Private First Class Simmons." His 'cool' persona slipped but he 
quickly recovered. 

"Nice to meet you Private." He gave a nervous smile and look 
everywhere but me. 

"An honor vice Admiral Aran, I guess you are the ambassador?" 

"You guessed correctly." I put a little humor in my voice to try and 
ease up the situation. His nervous smile disappeared and a genuine 
one replaced it. 

"Huh, never had a lady be this nice to me. Anyway I was asked to 
escort you to the gathering, shall we?" 

He pointed his hand through the door as an indication and showed me 
the way to the party. The halls were neat and in order unlike those 
of the Galactic Federation, no poorly cleaned blood on the walls. The 
interior was a modern grey design with metal fixtures on random sides 
of the wall. Apparently this was art. As the hallway ended, yellow 



lights and soft classical music began to reach my ears. 


The room was large with men in tight dark suits and woman in dresses 
and jewelry I would only dream to afford. The lights were chandeliers 
that only few were left in the world, as they were now pronounced 
antique. The walls laid an intricate design that must have been from 
the nineteenth century and the floors were made of some kind of dark 
wood that must have been before the banning of cutting down trees 
about two hundred years ago. 

While I was dressed for the occasion, I still felt like an odd ball. 
The women seemed at their natural state dancing and drinking wine, 
all while my canon arm twitched. It probably didn't help that the 
back of my dress was nonexistent, showing the Chozo symbols that 
though they softly glowed, still looked like tattoos. 

Simmons came into view and pointed in the direction of a long 
rectangular table with people of high importance sat. There was one 
man that stood out from the crowd. His deep creases in his forehead 
reminded me of Admiral Dane, and his dislike of being at the party 
was quite obvious. 

"There's a seat for you over by Lord Hood's table." 

"I'm sorry who? " 

He gave a confused look. "He's the Fleet Admiral of the UNSC." 

"Oh Terrence?" His eyebrow went up in question. "That's his real 
name?" I gave a quick nod. "Anyone else I should know about?" 

He looked out into the crowed and stopped when he found three men in 
the table in the corner. "Urn well I got my team here, there's Sarge, 
Grif and Donut." 

"Donut?" He scratched his head and looked around probably to see if 
he knew anybody else before giving a sharp intake of breath. 

"Yeah, he's weird, anyways Master Chief is also here." My brows 
knitted together but I restrained myself to make any cruel comments 
so I just pretended not to know the name of the man who ordered his 
men to torture me. 

"The Green Armored guy?" 

"Yeah, you've met him before?" His other eyebrow went up. He probably 
doesn't know I'm the Bounty Hunter that killed a lot of his fellow 
soldiers . 

"Unfortunately. Oh sorry, I shouldn't Act innocent: 1st Lesson 
Adam taught me in order not for people to attack me herea€ 1 

"It's fine, I heard he can be a real dick." His comment surprised me, 
it was my turn for my eyebrows to go up but I tried to pass it off. 
Now on to the more important questionsa€l 

"Yeah, so what's he look like?" 

"I don't know but he really doesn't talk much." He didn't look like 
it when I had the 'pleasure' to be aboard the ship. 



I could tell the topic of Master Chief really didn't spark his 
interest, probably making the poor guy uncomfortable. "So you said my 
seat was where this 'Lord Hood' is?" 


He looked in the direction of the long table and then looked into 
mine with a lob-sighted smile. "Yeppers." 

"Alright, I'll catch you around Private." I turned to Admiral's table 
to face the job I was sent to do and after meeting the Private, maybe 
they all weren't too bad. 

"You too Admiral Aran." 

**Rooster Teeth! They will be making appearances, as I do really like 
their characters . Super special thanks ****Red Diz, ****Safer 
Alexander**** and guest** 

**for reviewing and the others for favouriting or following!** **Each 
one encourages me to finish faster. Next up we see first interaction 
of John and Samus out of their war personas. Leave a comment, 
suggestions or reviews and I would love to hear what you guys want to 
expect from this story, thanks for reading! ** 


9. Chapter 9 
Chapter Nine: 

_I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. _ 

Samus ' s point of view 

Deepened winkles were the only things I received in return when I 
spoke. "Lord Hood?" 

"Who's asking?" The Admiral looked up from his half empty (or half 
full) glass of whiskey on the rocks. His blue eyes bore into 
mine . 

While I did receive a vast promotion, I was still below rank of 
Terrence so I raised my hand in a salute and straightened up. Even if 
I was above him, it was only respectful. 

"Galactic Eederation vice Admiral Aran, sir. I come as an Ambassador 
for the Galactic Eederation." He looked ahead for a while at the 
couples dancing on the floor, probably reminiscing in memories before 
looking back at me. He gave a rather long sigh and straightened his 
posture making the UNSC uniform lose its wrinkles. He studied the 
Chozo symbols on my hands and took note of my fare share of scars 
while I his. 

"So, Dane sent you huh? Well pleasure to meet you Miss Aran, I take 
it we will discuss the terms after the party." I didn't have a 
guideline on how to react to treaty terms. I thought I was going sign 
papers, smile and be on my merry way but then again, things are never 
simple aren't they. I followed his gaze into the vast crowd of 
dresses and suits until one man stood out of them. His black hair 
stood out against his ghostly skin and scars covered his exotically 
handsome face. While his body was at the party, his mind was 



elsewhere. His head was turned at the shot in front of him so I 
didn't get so see his eyes. It was obvious he was built, a soldier 
perhaps. The way his crisp black suit barely fit his arms. He seemed 
peculiarly familiar, I just couldn't place where. 

"Yes sir." The admiral looked into my eyes questionably and looked at 
whom I was staring at before giving a hearty chuckle making him spill 
his glass. Curiosity sparked my interest at the Admiral's 
chuckle . 

"Well we still have two hours before it finishes, I do recommend you 
introduce yourself to some of the people here." My eyes went back to 
the strange man only to find him gone. 

"Yes sir." 

**Short chapter but more will quickly come.** **Next up: Samus and 
John finally meet. Super special thanks ****Red Diz** **for reviewing 
and the others for favouriting or following!** **Each one encourages 
me to finish faster. Leave a comment, suggestions or reviews and I 
would love to hear what you guys want to expect from this story, 
thanks for reading! ** 


10. Chapter 10 
Chapter Ten: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus ' s Point of View_ 

As the slow dancing songs came on, more and more people came to pair 
and proceeded to the dance floor. Long dresses swayed to the rhythm 
as the men's shoes clicked on the floor. Their heads lay on next to 
each other and just seemed to be content. It almost made me envious 
knowing I would never find comfort in a man as those women do, 
another consequence of being a bounty hunter or an admiral as I 
should say. 

The bar was now empty save for a lone man with his head buried in his 
drink. The low lighting barley illuminated his face when I approached 
but other than the scars, the look of dislike was quite obvious. His 
large build, which was in a suit that probably barely fit him, gave 
away the fact that he was a soldier. His right pointer finger, which 
rested on the rim of the glass, ever so often twitched, just as mine 
did from the lack of shooting. 

The nameless soldier tenses as I approach and I sit at the stool 
three away to him. His eyes come into view as we briefly share eye 
contact. His irises are none like I've seen before and the low 
lighting enhanced the intensity of them. The cobalt that surrounded 
the iris enhanced the metallic shade that made a chill run thoughout 
my spine. He looked young, 30, 35 perhaps but his eyes gave the truth 
behind him. They were an intense that told a tale of war and 
survival. A tale I'm all too familiar with. He didn't look like much 
of a talker but based on the multiple shot glasses to his left, he 
might just loosen up a bit. A foreign feeling rested in the base of 
my stomach. What was the old saying? Butterflies? 



"You look just about ready to punch somebody." He rested his gaze on 
me before looking back at his drink with low eyes. "Not used to these 
parties." His voice was low and husky as if he hadn't used it in a 
while but it had a certain tone to it, almost as if I knew it from 
somewhere . 

I looked back at the drink, which the bartender brought at an unknown 
time, and gave a deep sigh. "Feelings mutual." 

He gave a scoff and looked back at me, this time eying the scar on my 
eye and lip. His eyes widened in shock but quickly 
retracted . 

"Soldier? " 

I gave a small nod. "Something like that." He let out a grunt of 
agreement . 

"Same. " 

"So what brings you at a diplomatic peace party?" 

"I was called here." I look at the shots next to him to which he 
shrugs. "I burn alcohol fast." Now I was the one that let out a grunt 
in agreement. I waved the bartender over. "Shot of spirytus 
rektyf ikowany 95%. " His eyes grew wide and gave an unsure look. "You 
sure missy? That stuff will really knock you down on your feet." I 
narrowed down my eyes and rested my hands on the bar. "I'm in here 
for a long time, buddy. I need all the help I can get." He whistled, 
let out a long sigh and headed back to fetch it. "Whatever you say." 
The soldier that sat beside me gave a huff of laughter. "I take it 
you're not UNSC?" Great, just what I wanted to avoid: a confrontation 
of the other side. "What gave it away?" I managed to say with a smile 
tugging at my lips. He didn't seem like he wanted to fight anyways. I 
mean, with one war ending and another starting, who does? "For 
starters no one except Spartans can consume that much alcohol." 

I couldn't help but to cringe at the name of them. Not only because 
of _him_ but also of all the ones I've slain. He must've noticed due 
to his change in posture. "Sorry" he quickly mumbled. "I guess that's 
where you got that from." He gestured to my lip and eye. "Yeah, I'm 
sure you have your fair share of scars from my side too." He grunted 
in agreement, not giving any details. We shared a silence that was 
nor awkward nor uncomfortable. While I was reliving memories, I can 
only imagine he was too. 

The bartender returned with my shot and I drank it as soon as it was 
laid on the table. "Keep them coming." Deciding not to argue, he left 
for more. It tasted awful, drying my mouth the second it entered but 
it didn't matter, it gave a strange relief. I could feel the 
soldiers' eyes studying me as I toss my head back for the shot. "I 
didn't catch your name." I turned to him curiously. "Aran." Strangely 
enough, he offered his hand and cracked a smile. I returned the firm 
handshake, feeling his rough hands that wore many scars. "John." No 
sides in war, no ranks, no views, no UNSC, no Federation, no Pirates 
and no Covenant. The night wasn't turning as bad as I thought. His 
expression told the same. He looked towards the dancing couples and 
back at me as a new song began to play. "Want to dance?" 

**Authors note: Sorry it's late, I hardly had any free time but 



finally found some. First encounter out of their 'suits' and yes they 
both are a little tipsy, it eases up the meetings. Next up we see 
them getting to know each other better before duty calls and once 
they realize that they aren't who they claimed to be: simple soldiers 
at a bar. As always, ****leave a comment, suggestions or reviews and 
I would love to hear what you guys want to expect from this story, 
thanks for reading! Super thanks to boldblindingblue, 

* * * *SenpalGabby , Guests and those who favourited or followed for 
reviewing! I expect my other Metroid/Halo crossover story to be 
updated in a few days.** 


1 1 . Chapter 1 1 
Chapter Eleven: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus 's Point of View _ 

The floor was filled of young couples probably too drunk to remember 
any of their dancing. Of the corner of my eye I could spot Terrence 
siting at the tables of high importance. His head was turned to talk 
to the man next to him. There were two seats that weren't filled and 
wine cups yet to be filled. I knew I was one of them but who was the 
other? 

"Do you know how to dance?" 

A husky voice brought me out of my curiosity. Now in the yellow 
lighting of the ballroom, the lack of pigmentation was very prominent 
as scars covered his chiselled jaw line. He stood a good three inches 
taller than me in heels and his broad, muscular frame made me look 
delicate and fragile; Things I would never use to describe myself. 
Returning back to his question, I gave a sharp nod that accompanied a 
small smile. 

The music dated back to early twentieth century as it had a certain 
beat to it. He took a step closer to me, wrapped one arm around my 
bare back and offered his free hand. I could feel the muscles 
constrict in his arm as he wrapped his arm tighter as we were about 
to dance. 

The only dancing I've learned is when I've practiced with Adam when 
he'd train my fighting skills, said something along the lines that 
it'll help on the battlefield and my common fist fights with my 
coordination. I wrapped my slender, scar-written hand around his 
shoulder and laced my fingers within his. "Do you?' He gave small 
smile and shrugged. "A good friend taught me, said it was essential 
to having coordination on the battlefield" I huffed out a laugher. 
"Same here." He looked at me curiously but then returned my smirk. He 
waited and took the first step in sync with the music looking down at 
his formal shoes before resting his sight on me. 

I couldn't help but to stiffen. You know the saying, "The eyes are 
the windows to the soul?" I've never found a person with the same 
intensity of war and death in their eyes as I do, until today. The 
cerulean layers over lapped those of the burnished glare leaving a 
mystery of in between colours. His brows came together. "You're 
staring." My feet travelled after his in the dance. "I've never seen 



people with eyes like yours." He looked away as if trying to hide 
them but ended up looking back at mine. "I'm sure there's not another 
me in the universe as there's not another you." I cracked a smile and 
chuckled at his logic. "That's true." 

The song began change in beat and but we didn't step out place, not 
once. It was almost as if in the battlefield. It required quick pace 
and to go on a gut feeling. Adam once said it depended on whom you're 
dancing with and right now, my partner knew the battle plan, as I 
knew his. The worries and doubts of this night were pushed away as we 
held on together and flew on the floor. 

As a man of large build, he exceeds my expectations by the 
gracefulness he had. He even went so far to add some more moves to 
the dance but not once did we break our stance. Right now, we danced 
as one. The rhythm begins to increase and we followed without any 
hesitation compared to the couples that are breaking into a sweat 
next to us. To us, this is a walk in the park, a relief in contrast 
with our work. 

While I look behind his shoulder, I can see that us and two other 
couples are left on the stage. So much for not making a statement. My 
cheeks begin to heat up and I look back at him to avoid the crowds ' 
stares only to find him staring at me. I give a lop-sided grin. 
"You're staring." I say with humour lacing my voice. He immediately 
looks to his left and evades my eyes. "You remind me of a close 
friend . " 

"Oh?" I say implying for him to develop. 

"She's has a lot of sass." I look at him with faux disbelieving eyes 
and let out a scoff. "I have sass?" He looks uncomfortable, probably 
not understanding the humour I mixed in. His intense eyes search for 
something other than the partner in front of him but I like to 
observe his eyes. 

The ending of the song differed from the slow pace of the beginning 
as the tempo speeds up faster almost like into a quick step but 
instead of running we were gliding. Our feet were going at an 
unnaturally fast pace but I knew we weren't going to fall. His lead 
held a sense of security and care. 

With every step our chests grew heavy and our breaths were more 
frequent but we didn't stop and neither did the gaze between us. We 
just stared into the abyss of our eyes but yet we knew exactly where 
to go as if every movement was in planned. It was a hell of an 
adrenaline rush. I could only imagine fighting along side him on the 
battlefield . 

The song indicated it's inevitable finale as it slowed down and our 
breaths began to even out. John lifted my left arm around me, spun me 
and tightened his hold on my back as he lowered me and leaned close 
to me; our chests still heaving and our breaths becoming close from 
the proximity. It seemed as if the universe and its problems had 
disappeared for a second, a second filled of bliss. "Looks like your 
friend taught you well." I manage to say with a small smile, still in 
shock of dancing with him like I've never before. "Yeah." He breathes 
out. His eyes dart are all over my face, almost as if taking note of 
it. For once, I'm clueless about when could happen next. 



A wave of applause interrupts whatever moment was upon us and we get 
back up, cheeks embarrassed and pink. We were the only ones left on 
the floor. I can spot out of the corner of my eye, Terence eyeing us 
cautiously. I tuck a stray hair from the discomfort and we walk back 
to the bar in embarrassment. The bartender lets out a long whistle. 
"That was quite a show, missy." 

"Another shot." I demand with my face still flushed and hot. John 
sits next to me and orders another drink. He's taken off this suit 

and left it on the stool next to him. His skin looks ever so white 

with the white undershirt he has. 

I can still feel the crowds stare on us and I slump further into my 
stool. I never liked being in the spot light, I always liked sticking 
to the shadows and today was no exception. I needed to get out here. 

I turn my head towards him as he stares at the wall, looking deep in 
thought but shakes it off as he looks back. 

"Do you know a place where I can shoot things?" It's the only thing I 

can think of that can de-stress me. He looks back at the wall 

contemplating, finishes the rest of his drink and grabs his suit. "I 
know where, follow me." He simply says as he walks to the back of the 
bar where an emergency exit is and is already out the door by the 
time the bartender returns with my drink. "Where's he going?" I gulp 
down my drink, soldier through the bitterness of it and leave a few 
credits on the bar for him. "To shoot stuff and I'm coming 
with . " 

**Authors note: Next up we see them getting to know each other better 
and try to avoid the responsibilities that await them. As always, 
****leave a comment, suggestions or reviews and I would love to hear 
what you guys want to expect from this story, thanks for reading! 
Super thanks to boldblindingblue, * * * *SenpaiGabby (I'm trying to make 
each chapter longer, it's just a little hard with school), 
****SPARTAN-626**** and ****Red Diz** **for reviewing! It really 
helped and encouraged me to finish the chapter today.** 


12 . Chapter 12 
Chapter Twelve: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus 's Point of View _ 

The cold air gnawed at my skin and the breeze made my loose hair 
strands fall over my face. I gave a huff. "I thought you were taking 
us to shoot things." John turned around and gave an annoyed look, 
"Impatience isn't wise in a soldier." And with that he turned around 
and continued walking. My heels dug into the deep sand and overlapped 
onto my feet. "I wish I had my suit." I blurted out without thinking. 
Oh crap, he's going to find out who I am. He paused and looked at me 
with curiosity. "You mean armour?" I gave a nervous smile, "Sure." He 
turned around and kept walking while I gave an inaudible sigh of 
relief. The moon had fully risen by now and while the sun had set, 
its companion gave a wash of white lighting. John had taken off his 
suit and unbuttoned a couple buttons from the previous dance. I could 
only endure the heat this dress was causing me though the slit in the 
back made passage for a cool breeze. If only I could put on my zero 



suit, with its heat regulating systems and comfortable skin-like 
cloth . 


"We're here." As he abruptly stopped, I was too deep in thought of my 
suit that I didn't notice he stopped and collided into his back. My 
nose stung, probably from the previous times The Chief broke it. He 
turned around and raised an eyebrow. "You're sure you're a soldier?" 

I brought my brows together. "I may not look like one but don't 
question my capability of being a soldier." Sure Adam questioned me 
multiple times and sure I wasn't exactly by the textbook kind of 
soldier but I got the job done no matter the cost. I looked into his 
eyes and straightened my posture. The moon's lighting shone on his 
milky skin and lit his iris into an unnatural shade of pale blue. He 
looked away at the moon, his pupils becoming white in the reflection 
and turned left. I followed his movement and what I saw was 
completely unexpected comparing it to the seas of sand behind 
us . 

Coming out of the sand, a fairly sized hill stood among a couple 
palms with a breath taking view of the ocean and the moons 
reflection. "I have the guns hidden away. I'll be right back." John 
left the view while I admired it. The breeze ran past my hair that 
left tickles on my cheek and I slowly sunk deeper into the sand 
though my heels got the most of it. A loud crack brought me back to 
attention and see John opening a closed crate and pulling out a M392 
DMR, M6G PDWS and a Sniper Rifle System 99 Ant i-MatA©riel . "Come 
here." He simply said at the top of the hill. I took of my heels, 
wiggled my toes on the combination of grass and sand, and headed up. 
He stood on the very middle of the hill where the moons light reached 
us the most and then sand reached us the less. 

He tried to sit in the most comfortable position a man in a suit can, 
while I tried sit in the most comfortable position a woman in a tight 
dress possibly can. He brought the three guns next to me along with 
old soda bottles. "Which one?" Considering he brought a pistol, rifle 
and a sniper, I went with the one that I felt most comfortable in. 

I held out my hand for the gun and to my surprise, John flipped over 
my hand and studied the back of my hand, where I had my Chozo 
markings. He seemed fascinated by the dim radiance of pink that 
shines on his hand. "It glows?" I studied my design along with him 
that brought back dear memories of Old Bird. "It's a reminder of my 
past. Some say it's good to forget your past but I find that it 
inspires me to do better." He gave me a curious look but looked back 
at the hand until he released it to give me the gun. "It's 
interesting . " 

"Thanks . " 

I grabbed the M392 DMR and relished in the feeling, sure it wasn't my 
arm canon but it brought back nostalgia. I hadn't felt the feeling of 
a military grade weapon in over ten years. I could feel John study my 
posture and fixture on the gun. 

"Ready?" I gave a quick nod and adjusted my gun. 

He threw the bottle quickly in the air and I fired without 
hesitation. A shot rang out. We both kept our heads forward but our 
eyes found each other. "Another." I briefly said. He threw three more 
and three shots ran out. The recoil nudged into my shoulders but I 



didn't move. One thing was certain though; it would bruise like a 
bitch. "Faster." He threw one further at an inhuman speed and it came 
down as quickly as it came up. He looked at bottles and looked back 
at me. His eyes gave a question and we both got up to inspect my 
work. The bottles were further than expected and we walked a bit to 
get him. He'd make an excellent baseball pitcher, that's for 
sure . 

Buried lightly in the sand, the first one had a hole in the opening 
of the can and the other had holes in the dead center of the 'O' in 
'Cola". Where I had shot at, the hole was the only damage to the 
bottle besides a few lines that spread from the glass. I never got 
why kids liked Cola, especially from what I've understood in the 
twentieth century, it was just a drink that popped in the back of the 
throat. He picked the one with the holes in the 'O' and looked back 
at me after carefully inspecting it. "There's more than meets to the 
eye with you, isn't there?" I threw my head back and gave a laugh. 
"You have no idea." He gave a curious look but then gave a small 
smirk reflecting my own. 

John looked back at the crate where he got the guns from and back at 
me, almost as if studying me. He gave a sigh, looked back at the moon 
and ran his fingers though his buzz of hair. "I've got a whole box 
full of them." He said with a taint of a smile on his lips turning 
his head to me. 

**Special thanks ****bold blinding blue**** (Thank you! I really 
appreciate it.), Spartan- 626 (That would be an interesting story. 
Hmmm ideas, ideasaO 1 ) , Red Diz (Haha, it's a good thing that no one 
knows how MC looks like under their armour or Samus in the story or 
else everyone would be shot!), Senpai Gabby (Thanks, I totally agree. 
A woman who's fought countless battles and bled countless times more 
must have scars.) and Thinkykaleidoscope (Thanks! I upload the next 
one hopefully soon!:)) for reviewing and others for favouriting or 
following. Next up, they're faced with responsibilities. Leave a 
comment, suggestions or reviews and I would love to hear what you 
guys want to expect from this story, thanks for reading! ** 


13. Chapter 13 
Chapter Thirteen: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus ' s Point of View _ 

"You're a Spartan, aren't you?" My question seemed to have brought 
him off guard. He looked at me with questioning eyes before looking 
back at the moon. "Yeah, Petty Officer 117." Seemed that I outranked 
everybody now days . I turn to look at the moon with him and we share 
a moment of silence, reminiscing in the many we've killed on our 
respective sides. I appreciated he didn't ask what rank I was or 
rather who I am, I just wasn't in the mood to explain something I 
wasn't familiar myself. I didn't know how much time had past nor did 
I want to know. It was comforting to know that I wasn't the only one 
in the world with its burden on my shoulders. 


We lay in the sand/ grass floor and just stared at the moon and the 
abyss it had. The more I stared, the more I marveled at the fact that 



at one point in Earth's timeline, they had thought they weren't 
alone. Now, we have to deal with the fact that it'll be under attack 
soon and if we didn't unite the powers, it would end badly. I, of 
course would fight to my last dying breath; I wouldn't hesitate to 
give my life to what I believe in. I wonder if he too thought like 
that . 

--Line break-- 

The night grew colder as we stayed prone on the floor and time flew 
by without any consent. Looking at the corner of my eye, John has his 
eyes closed and it looked like he was relishing the moment, maybe 
he's never really had time to himself; Something I know too well. I 
activated a part of my visor to tell me the time. It softly shone 
against my skin with 16:30. Before we knew it, an hour and thirty 
minutes had past from the dance to the shooting. I shook my 
companion, "John, I have to return." He tensed and opened his eyes 
quickly before looking deep into my eyes. "What time is it?" He 
sounded tired. "30 till 17:00." His eyes widen and he slowly got up. 
"I have to go too." I wonder where he was headed. He got up, shook 
the sand off of his clothes and went to go lock up his gun 
crate . 

The sand was a bitch to shake off, it stayed in the little crooks and 
nannies of the dress, and the only good part was that none of it was 
in my hair. John came and stood next to me, as we got ready to leave. 
He looked ahead and seemed deep in thought before looking at me. "I 
have to actually do some things here." His voice sounded that he was 
bothered about something but I didn't want to pry. "Ok." He looked 
indecisive. "Thank you for the dance, I uh, guess I'll see you 
around." He stood straight and gave out his hand. I took it and gave 
a firm shake. "Goodnight, John." 

"Aran. " 

I grabbed my heels and walked out the path where he took us. I could 
feel his eyes dig holes into the back of my head. Once again, the 
feeling of 'butterflies, were very prominent. 

--Line Break-- 

"You returned! Where's Mr. Grouch?" I grinned from his response. The 
bartender, whose name I found out was Ted, was expectantly waiting us 
to return. "Stayed behind." His thick eyebrows grew together and he 
gave a frown. "I have to return to my table but I'm more than sure 
I'll return back here, Ted." His frown disappeared as a large smile 
replaced it. "Sure thing Miss Aran, I'll make sure to keep the bottle 
nice and cold for you." I waved him goodbye and walked to where 
Terrence sat. He looked impatient he tapped his finger on the glossy 
table. As my heels became more apparent, he looked up and gave a 
grimace . 

"Where have you been?" His voice held for obvious dislike. "Meeting 
people, sir." He seemed amused by that. "I saw, who was he?" I could 
feel a small warmth enter my cheeks. "He told me his name was John, 
sir. Simply that." 

I could swear he muttered something along the lines of 'Strange, I 
had to find out his name by his documents.' underneath his 
breath . 



"Please, take a sit. Dinner will be served soon." 

The chair was of ancient design and I felt almost guilty for sitting 
in them. It creaked and hissed under my weight. "I haven't spoken to 
Dane in years. How is that old bastard?" I turned to him only to find 
his face light up at the mention of him; I could tell they were close 
friends. He leaned into his chair and brought his wine glass to his 
lips. "He's good, sir. Tired from the treaty arrangements and from 
the oncoming war." He scowled at the comment of the new war. "Yeah, I 
share that with him." 

A waiter with crisp back suit served us more wine and then proceeded 
to give us an unknown soup though I thought it smelled like potatoes. 
It was only when the server looked at an empty wine cup did I realize 
that the other person missing from the table was gone. 

"If you don't mind me asking. Sir. Whom else are we waiting for?" 
Terrence looked at the empty place and gave a long huff before 
looking at something behind my head. "Him." 

I turn my head expecting eyes of a battle-worn veteran but instead 
found those of the man I just danced, drank and shot with. His face 
is as equally shocked as I am though he doesn't express it as much 
other than the raise of his eyebrows. 

"John, I'm sure you've already met Galactic Federation Vice Admiral 
Samus Aran haven't you?" His eyes widen at the ridiculously large 
title given to me and then looks at Terrence who is trying to hide 
his surprise. "I have." Terrence shamelessly grins and indicates for 
him to sit beside me. 

John unbuttons one button and adjusts his suit to his liking. The 
muscles in his arms are quite prominent as he stretches and adjusts 
into the ancient chairs. 'You're here for business, Aran.' I have to 
remind myself. 

He steals a glance and gazes at me before letting out a rare small 
grin. "I guess you weren't joking when you said you were a soldier, 
huh?" 

I smiled without thinking twice. "It seems like it doesn't 
it?" 


Terrence looks at the both of us and gives a slight grin. "Enjoy 
yourselves for the rest of the night because whens the party's over, 
playtimes over and the real threat begins." No doubt there lay a 
trace of suspicion in his voice. He could tell I knew by the 
uncertainty in his eyes. It was almost as if he expected a fight to 
break loose. 

I gave him a polite nod and lift up my spoon in hopes of fitting in 
with the crowd as Adam taught me my dining room etiquette. John looks 
like he has the hang of it but his etiquette still lacked due to the 
chow soldiers ate to survive, not enjoy. His trigger finger stopped 
twitching but now he just looked uneasy. He gazed longingly at where 
his stool was at Ted's bar. From the looks of both men, what was 
going to come after dinner didn't look too bright. 


**Huge thanks to:** 



**SPARTAN-626** 


**Thanks! I really appreciate 
* *Thinkykaleidoscope* * 

**Thanks! I can't wait to see it integrated into your story 
too* * * *J* * 

**DuQaine** 

**Thank you! I appreciate your kind words, if you have any 
suggestions I would love to hear them****J** 

**Next up: Dinner is over and they have to talk war strategya€ 1 A few 
big 'Hero' names may slip between thema€ 1 Leave a comment, suggestion 
or review and as always I would love to hear what you guys expect 
from this story, thanks for reading!** 


14 . Chapter 14 
Chapter Fourteen: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus 's Point of View _ 

"So, your name is Samus." My name sounded smooth off of his voice, 
why hadn't the butterflies had gone away already? 

The meal had been eaten, the wine drank until there was none, the 
partygoers had left from the lack of booze and all that remained were 
the people actually working; though in the state of some that were 
here, it seemed like only the minority were actually going to do the 
work. "And you have no last name." 

John looked at me with humour in his eyes and continued walking. When 
all the fun and games were over, Terrence said his goodbyes to people 
he probably doesn't even like, and escorted us to the doors that lay 
the military specialist as well as the peacemakers. Terrence looked 
back at me and stood right before the entrance to the giant wooden 
doors. "Remember, you're here for peace making. I don't want any 
taking-sides crap O.K.?" 

I give a brief nod and walk through the doors along side the UNSC 
officials closing my eyes to shield them from the bright lights. 
Interrupting conversations, they all turn their heads toward us and 
look directly at me. Some booed, some applauded and some whistled but 
I just kept my head up high and walked. I've gone through this before 
when I had to go see the Galactic Federation 'dogs' as I call 
them . 

Terrence raised his hand and everything went silent. The room is 
relatively large and the chairs are in a descending order. There's a 
long dark wooden table in the middle and Terrence instructs us to sit 
down but he stays up. His voice echoes over the audience. 



"After a long and unnecessary war that's lasted far too long, the 
time has come to make amends as the fate of humanity depends on it. 
The Galactic Federation have sent one of their finest to oversee the 
demands of us as well as the demands of their own. Galactic 
Federation ambassador and Vice-Admiral Samus Aran stands with us 
today as a reminder of the larger threat humanity needs to focus on. 
Vice Admiral, if you care to say a few words?" Adam didn't prepare me 
for this. I reluctantly got out of my chair my held my head up high. 
Remember Samus; you're representing the entire Galactic Federation, 
think of the bigger picture. 

"I stand before all of you both as a soldier who has experienced this 
war first hand and a victim or rather a person who knows and has seen 
the depth of the Space Pirate's brutal work. I'm not familiar with 
the Covenant but if they are as dangerous as the reports claim to be, 
they cannot be allowed to join forces with the Space Pirates. This 
union, this peace is extremely necessary if Earth wants to survive. 
Enough with the political bullshit, it's obvious that without each 
other's help, we will not make it. The Galactic Eederation simply 
asks this in return: our officials keep their ranks, the Galactic 
Eederation to have dual sharing power over the new joint government 
and lastly," They eagerly awaited my last request. "To have all war 
crimes be pardon, including the ones committed by the Hunter." A roar 
of arguments rumbled throughout the conference room. 

"He murdered innocent people!" 

"He assassinated our politicians!" 

"He slaughtered our best soldiers!" 

"He was only carrying out the acts of his government, it's the GE to 
be blamed ! " 

If only they knew the Hunter stood before them. I raised my hand in 
hopes they would settle down; you know, for politicians they sure did 
act like children. "The Hunter did this on his own accord, the 
Galactic Eederation did not force him." 

"Then how do you justify the actions the Hunter committed?" A woman 
clad in blue shouted. 

"Same as we do with the one they call Master Chief." With just a 
single name, the audience went quite. Admiral Dane placed his hands 
on his face and gave a deep sigh but nobody noticed due to name just 
said. John looked ahead into nothing in particular but he looked as 
if he was in his own dilemma and he gave a deep sigh before leaning 
back into his chair. 

I wish Adam were here. 

One man stood out in the crowd. His long black hair was pulled back 
into a neat ponytail and his suit was donned with a red tie. His dark 
skin was apparent he was from Native American descent. "It's obvious 
that we both have millions of death on our hands but we'll have even 
more if we don't join now, just shake your damn hands and get focused 
on the bigger picture." He sat back into his chair and gave a small 
smile at him while I gave one back at him; finally, a politician who 
understood how to get things done. I turned to John only to find him 
staring at him with uneasy eyes. 



The Fleet Admiral seemed to agree with this. "All in favour say aye, 
all against say nay." Old school. It's been a while since I heard 
debates such as these. A handful of "Nay!" were shouted but the 
majority were in favour. Terrence shook out his hand. "In exchange we 
ask for the same demands and I have only one request that differs 
from what you've mentioned." I gave him a questioning eye. "What is 
it. Sir?" He looked at John and gave a nod before looking back at me. 

"To create an elite special tasks force with Master Chief and the 

Hunter leading it." I would be leading armies with 
_him_a€ 1 

Remember what the Fleet Admiral said, one with the Chozo. The one 

they call 'Master Chief' is a suitable companion." _ 

My hand froze midway but Terrence shook it anyways and smiled at the 
crowed. Her voice still lingered within me and goose bumps covered my 
skin even though the room was at an easy temperature. 

Lights and the shutters of the camera went off in all directions, I 
could only faux a smile and hope one day to find the origin of the 
voice . 

**Huge thanks to:** 

**silversliced-rain**** : ** 

**Thanks for spotting that out! I'll fix it right away and good to be 
back:) ** 

**Red Diz****:** 

**Glad you enjoyed it! More soon to 
come ! ** 

** SPARTAN- 62 6 : ** 

**Thanks! More action will most certainly come soon.** 

**Next up: The two leaders of the elite joint group will come 
togetheraC 1 Leave a comment, suggestion or review and as always I 
would love to hear what you guys expect from this story, thanks for 
reading ! * * 


15. Chapter 15 
Chapter Fifteen: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

Samus ' s Point of View 

The night was over but my duties didn't end there. I had lost John in 
the midst of people asking us questions surrounding the treaty but I 
was certain it wouldn't be that last I would see of him. The 
midnight's breeze flew through my hair as I let it down. It was only 
certain times did I really did get to enjoy myself. As soon as the 
party had finished, I had ditched the dress and activated my suit 
only to do some deep sea diving. I had hardly visited Earth before so 



as the clock struck 12 and no glass slipper fell off, I decided to 
lavish myself into the depths of the dark oceans and see the many 
creatures many humans haven't been able to see. 

While the suit was activated, I slowly drifted down the icy waters to 
whatever was laid beneath. The tide gently swayed me as I descended 
down. Fish moved in all directions avoiding me but the occasional 
curious fish swam and approached my visor. The darkness of the night 
was quickly engulfing my vision but luckily I had my visor's light. 
The further down I went the less and less noise I was able to hear 
but as tonight was a night of relaxation, I quickly turned on my 
music player that Adam installed when I enlisted in the GF, said it 
would help me concentrate and boy was he right. Each place had a 
different theme of music. Icy places had a cool electronic vibe to it 
while as when I was in battle, a fast and nerve stimulating song had 
me at my toes. Now, with the fish and sea critters surrounding me, a 
soft melody rested in my ears. 

Hours went by before I finally got out of the water, the water beads 
slowly drifted down from the curves and angles of the suit while the 
sand stuck on. The moon was still high but sun had come and made an 
appearance at the far end of waters. I couldn't help but to admire 
the view of the contrast between light and darkness. They both rose 
and fell into harmony: a routine that occurred every day. I made me 
wonder if Dark Samus and I could every get along like thata€ 1 

A little message box popped on my screen. 

WARNING: ENEMY IN CLOSE PROXIMITY 

"Hunter." The single word had chilled me to my bone. 

Chief . 

I didn't have to look behind me to know that it was him. The deep 
huskiness of his voice vibrated against the material of my suit. I 
was still facing the water but I could feel his footsteps in the 
ground as he came closer, analyzing me. "Did you go for a swim?" I 
paused, was this his way of mocking me? 

I turn to look at him but only find his opaque visor and while I 
couldn't see his eyes, I could read his body language. He seemed as 
if he made no plans to fight me but I couldn't trust him, not yet 
anyways. "What are you doing here?" My monotone voice asks and to my 
surprise, he truthfully answered. "Saw that there was an enemy in the 
area, followed it and found you." I looked back into the water, which 
now had more light than darkness. We shared a silence nor awkward nor 
comfortable . 

"Chief, looks like we'll be working together then." He didn't respond 
but I could hear a grunt. "I suppose so, doesn't mean we have to 
tolerate each other though. I still remember my men slain by your 
hand . " 

I turn sharply to stare into his visor. "The Galactic federation lost 
many good soldiers to the creation of 'Spartans'." He turned away but 
I still looked at him. While the visor was orange, it shone a light 
yellow from the sun's awakening. His drab armour left nothing 
uncovered with the matte black suit underneath it. I turned my head 
back to the water where the sun's reflection shone back at me. My 



visor automatically darkened to where the sun couldn't damage my eyes 
but even with my head turned and my visor darkened I could feel his 
gaze on me. "You're staring." I blurt the words out of my mouth 
before I think. John. I turn to look at him and I can see his body 
stiffen. But why? 

John is Talla€ 1 

He admitted to being a Spartana€ 1 
He couldn't be Johna€ 1 Could he? 

No, I brush the idea behind. On our last encounter, he was out for 
vengeance and probably blood and while John was pretty blunt and not 
the typical social guy, he couldn't be him. 

Chief turns his helmet and studies me carefully. We both stare but 
none of us move. A wordless, motionless fight. The tension is high 
between us but we both know we can't fight each other, we just signed 
a peace treaty. So I try to come up with the best idea I possibly can 
while at the same time, getting a bit of satisfaction. 

"Why don't we spar?" 

Though I can't see it, I can tell he gives a bewildered look before 
regaining his 'intimidating' stance. 

"Your guns put on an unfair advantage." 

I smile at his comment. 

"Then fist fight it is." 

My canon materializes back into its familiar hand. "What the hell is 
that suit made of? No damn wonder I lost Spartans to you." His voice 
grumbles and by his tone, it is not to be taken as a compliment. 
"Fight." I say like a simple command. He looks into my visor, trying 
to find my eyes. His gun is thrown to the sand making pieces fly and 
he raises his fists up. Unknown to him, I grin behind the helmet. 

My fists rise up in sync and we begin to circle one another. Sand 
laps over my feet making me sink even further. I bet Chief's boots 
are doing the same thing but I don't dare to check. He could take 
that opportunity. He waits until the right moment where he can sense 
a mishap in my stance but I don't allow it. My legs are strong with 
newfound energy and my determination is high but I can't get too 
cocky . 

He throws the first punch but it's just to deflect my attention. He 
follows with a left hook that makes the side of my face collide into 
my suit. A metallic scent appears and I'm about to criticize myself 
before I realize he's not done. A right hook comes shortly after. I 
manage to jump my suit backwards but the suit just wasn't responding 
well to the sand. I fall deeper into the sand and somehow it gave me 
leverage while underneath him. I aim my fall to his knees and he 
buckles on top. 

We clash suits and I throw a couple of quick jabs to where his solar 
plexus should be to momentarily stun him. He grunts, as if I've 
reopened a wound and briefly touches his abdomen: My plasma canon. 



How could I forget? The smell of burning skin was filtered through my 
mask and I could watch his matte under suit melt. Small victory for 
when all that I knew was that he was the enemy. An ounce of regret 
comes to mind but I burry it as images of fallen comrades come to 
view. I jump back up and slowly he follows. He slows his circling 
pace as he analyzes me further before coming closer. He side jumped 
and landed a blow to the left of my ribs, sending fresh ripples of 
pain throughout my torso. I didn't fall but the Spartan force behind 
it was strong enough for a rib to crack and it hurt more than I 
would've liked it to. 

I jumped back and raised my forearms for protection to which he 
punched immediately. The armour rattled but it didn't move from its 
place. I swung back at his head, colliding against his hard, sturdy 
helmet, feeling the armor beneath the uniform flex inwards. My fist 
ached but I could feel his head recoil in there; I followed with a 
blow to the gut. His armour creaked and protested with each hit. He 
slightly buckled and I took it as leverage. 

I threw my fist up against the bottom of his helmet that threw off 
his stance and he stumbled back but I didn't stop there. As he 
stumbled, I placed a punch against his shoulder with more force than 
I should've put. He took the blow harshly and fell back against the 
warm comfort of the sand. My victory was short. 

Then, he stood. 

We circle again and or some reason, I get the feeling that this 
wasn't going to be over soon. 

The sun had fully come up before we both called it quits. Sometime in 
our 'friendly sparing', I had thrown him so far into the waters that 
it actually took a while for him to return and he responded in 
digging my head into the sand and throwing me against a 
palm . 

Needless to say, tension was relieved but in doing so, the fight had 
worsened so it was no longer just a spar but rather a full blown out 
revenge fight. A bar fight some might call it due to it's dirty 
techniques. I had used the burn as leverage in the fight against him 
punching it when he had the advantage, turning the tables for me. He 
left with a single sentence. "Be prepared to face the Spartans." He 
walked above the small hill of sand before disappearing behind it. A 
part of me believes there's more to Chief than meets the eye but I 
just can't get the things he's done to my soldiers and to mea€ 1 out 
of my head. 

A small blue icon appears in the far left corner of my 
visor . 

Incoming call: ADAM MALKOVICH. 

Crap, I forgot to tell him about my little escapade. 

I hesitantly click accept . 

"Where have you been? The treaty signing ended more than ten hours 
ago, you were supposed to return to the ship immediately after." He 
doesn't raise his voice but it's clear that he's pissed. His face is 
a reasonable distance away from the camera but I can still see his 



signature frown set in place. 


"I went deep sea diving." His frown lifts and he raises and eyebrow. 

I smile at the gesture and continue, " I'll be there in about 10 
minutes, I'm still at the beach." He gives an unsure smile but 
accepts. "I'll wait for you at the ship." Where else would he be? The 
line disconnects and I give one last look at the scene in front of 
me. A small light reflection catches my attention. 

Barley reaching the brink of the moving waters, lays a seashell 'bout 
the size of my hand. It wraps itself in a coil with an auburn line 
dictating the size of the streaks and smudges. It reminds me of my 
shoulder armour. I smile at the thought and take a knee to get a 
closer look with my scanning visor. 

SEASHELL 

MORPHOLOGY: A HARD EXOSKELETON OE MARINE MOLLUSKS THAT VARY IN SHAPE 
AND SIZE ACCORDING TO HOST. 

EXAMPLES OE SUCH ARE SNAILS, BIVALVES, AND CHITONS THAT SERVES TO 
PROTECT AND SUPPORT THEIR BODIES. 

SEASHELLS ARE USUALLY MADE UP OE SEVERAL LAYERS OE DISTINCT 
MICROSTRUCTURES THAT HAVE DIEEEREING MECHANICAL PROPERTIES 

I close the information and inspect the seashell in my hand, viewing 
the contrast of both organic materials of my suit and the shell, 
wondering what organism it could've held inside. 

I like it. 

It reminds me of my suit, therefore me being its host. 

It will look good on my ship's dashboard. 

Unknown to her, miles away, John was watching. 

**Special thanks to ** 

**Guest a€" Glad you liked it! ** 

* *TheBarbarianKing a€" Thanks for the kind words! 

* * 


* *Silversliced-rain a€" Those interesting and possibly funny chapter 
are coming soon! ** 

* *Thinkykaleidoscope a€" Thanks! I appreciate my story being a way to 
wake up : ) * * 

**SPARTAN-626 a€" Sorry for the wait, I already have a couple of the 

next chapters ready so I'll get those out as soon as possible. 

* * 


**Next time: Samus gets to know more of the man behind the 
maska€ 1 * * 

**Leave a comment, suggestion or review and as always I would love to 
hear what you guys expect from this story, thanks for 



reading ! * * 


16. Chapter 16 
Chapter Sixteen: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus ' s Point of View _ 

A petty woman with a little title that means nothing: That's what 
I've been reduced to. The only thing this treaty has done, is 
organize little tea parties. From slaughtering Space Pirates to 
sitting in a pretty little dress, in heels, hair tied and eating 
little tea sandwiches; Why else would I be in a blue pencil dress, 
having brunch of all things with the GF and UNSC representatives? The 
only good thing I suppose is seeing John here but he looks on the 
verge of killing someone. For some reason I can't help but to thing 
it has something to do with Adam by the looks they're sending each 
other. It also doesn't help the fact that Johns twirling his salad 
knife in his pale fingers. 

Terrence doesn't seem to notice, as he's deeply involved in his 
conversation, laughing with Dane, which leaves me to pick at my peas. 
I have to admit though, the foie gras was better than the mystery 
alien meat I'm forced to eat on missions. 

As nice as luxurious room was, the small as it is room became to 
shrink even further. 

My canon arm grew restless and my knees ached to move. 

Adam stuffs a tomato in his mouth. 

Juice falls from his lips. 

John cuts into his steak putting more pressure then he 
should ' ve . 

The plate cracks . 

Dane's head goes back from a hearty laugh. 

Terrence follows. 

Water drips from the glass of my iced tea. 

A fly lands on the salad John didn't eat. 

I feel my face flush. 

"Excuse me." I get up, startling the four men in front of me. Dane 
and Terrence resume their catching up and, Adam continues to his 
salad. John is the only one left staring at me. 

You're staring. 

I couldn't help but to internally shudder. 



I give him a small smile, he replies with an even smaller smile but 
at least it's genuine. I leave the inaudible fight and just explore 
the UNSC embassy. The architecture is rough with jagged angles laced 
with mirrors at the tips. I can make out my reflection amongst the 
ends. It's just a blond blob on top of a blue blob; Yea, very 
'modern' I inner monologue. 

I wish my suit were activated to navigate around but alas I find 
myself in front of the receptionist. Her hazel eyes glued to the 
hologram in front of her face, which looked like a chat of some sort. 
"Welcome to the UNSC embassy. " She says automatically with a bland 
tone while typing away on the chat. "What can I do for you?" She held 
no interest in helping me as her eyes were still eyeing the screen 
and her voice indicated the countless times she's repeated that 
line . 

"Ma'am," I say in my most authority voice just to play with her. "I'm 
looking for a remote location, preferably with a view." The woman, 
whose ID card read 'Jamie', raised her eyes to read mine. Jamie 
jumped out of her chair and rose to salute, messing her perfect bun 
in the process. "Admiral Aran." I raised an eyebrow at the silly 
title. "At ease, Jamie." 

Her shoulders were stiff and her eyes wide, while I didn't want to 
not to be respected in the UNSC, I didn't want to be feared either; I 
reserved that fear for the Space Pirates. "Call me Samus." I say 
lending a gentle smile. The creases of her lips soften and her eyes 
return to their normal state though I did notice the single drop of 
sweat trickle down. "You asked for a secret spot?" 

"Yeah, I'm not to fond of political dick fights." A snicker escaped 
her mouth as she quickly masked it with her hand. Her shoulders relax 
and her eyes are warm and friendly. "There's a spot I go during my 
break, it's just down the hall to the right, up the stairs on the 
left, take another left, then a right then go behind the door and 
it'll ask for a code. Type in 43110 and go outside, the view is 
spectacular . " She put up her hands for emphasis. While the code part 
seemed a little off, I needed to get out of there. 

"Thanks Jamie." I pull down my dress and continue walking down the 
hall in which she directed me. It's strange, I only pass a couple 
soldiers and they don't even block the route Jamie told me. The 
soldiers still have some resentment for the GF as I walk past their 
glares, at least they don't know I'm the Hunter. I keep my head high 
as I walk past them, ignoring their glares; I've had Space Pirate 
captains glare harder at me while in interrogation. 

The door is smaller than I thought, barely visible in the lack of 
light in the far side of the room but I proceed anyways, I still have 
my weapons in case they try anything funny. I look behind me and for 
any cameras in the room. After I've found none in this area, I 
activate part of my visor. The black room that had been once, turns 
into white with slightly blue figures outlining the metals. The door 
seems nothing more than a single wire connected to the keypad. I type 
in the pin and the wire lights up. My legs position themselves into a 
protective stance and I prepare for the worst. 

One, two, three, four, five yet nothing comes. My visor disintegrates 
and I take a quick peek behind the door but I find myself only 
encased my the glow of the yellow sun and it's reflection in the 



water. The breeze softly blows past my ears and I let out a very 
much-needed sigh. 

Thank you Jamie. 

Line break - 

"Samus." Even though I had years of practice of remaining unfazed by 
things, I still jump at the sound that chills me to my very bones. I 
turn around to meet those of the eyes I already know. John leans on 
the doorway, tucking one arm under another, crinkling his very fitted 
navy suit. His pale face reflects the sun as he squints his eyes into 
slits. "Not a fan of the sun, huh?" I inquire with a small smirk. He 
opens his left eye wider and cocks his head. 

"I spend more time in my armour." He simply states with a weak smile. 
He looks still tense from the brunch I ditched which reminds me of 
the little Mexican stand off he and Adam were having. "Couldn't stand 
it in there." He says with meaning in every syllable. I chuckle and 
return my gaze to the beach. The sun was at its fullest so the gentle 
waves of the water broke the reflection in multiple directions, one 
landing on his face. "As much as I love a standoff, I can't stand a 
political standoff." He grunts in agreement and half slide/half jumps 
off the door to come to the railing beside me. His fine black hair 
gently sways to the slow breeze. His eyes try to take in as much of 
the scenery he can but he's missing his protective visor. I'm 
englamoured by his features. His high cheekbones, his piercing blue 
eyes, his scar ridden rose and the subtle faint freckles decorating 
his cheeks. 

"So, you're a Spartan and you know how to dance. Anything else?" He 
turns his head a looks at me in question before looking back at the 
bright ocean. "Nothing much to know. I was abducted as a kid so I 
don't have much of a childhood except for injections, training and 
classes." I look at the body of water with him. Old bird comes into 
view; Blood infusions, death of my parents, destruction of my entire 
planet. "I know what you mean." He gives me a bewildered look. "The 
Galactic Federation authorized experiments like the Spartans?" 

"No and that's that I have clearance to all the Federation files. I 
wasn't born near the GF base or anything like that. I was born on the 
mining planet K-2L, when I was like 3, my entire planet got destroyed 
by the Space Pirate. Long story short, I was saved bya€ 1 special 
peoplea€ 1 and they made me train to become a warrior but to do that, 
they had to give mea€ 1 certain serumsa€ 1 " 

"So that's why the tattoos on your back light up." 

"Exactly . " 

"I have a similar effect with the Spartan serum. My normal eye colour 
was brown but with the lack of lighting combined with the serum, they 
turned grey . " 

"They look more blue." 

"They're gray." He says in a flat tone. 

I lean closer to inspect his eyes. The majority of his iris is lined 
with dark white fibers and in between, lays threads of single blue 



fibers. With the contrast of the white, they light up. He looks into 

mine and we just stay there, not moving one muscle. For some odd 

reason, there's no awkward feeling, just two not entirely normal 
people staring into one another. 

He turns to look at me and one part of his thin lips goes up. "You're 
staring." The moment after he stated it, we both froze. Why he froze, 
leaves me clueless. My muscles still ache from yesterdays fight but 
thanks to the Chozo blood, my bruises and cuts were healed and 
nowhere to be found. John is visibly tense, his hands are up in fists 
and his eyebrows are firmly together. The awkward bubble's been built 
again and the moments gonea€ 1 Great. 

"Soa€l I take it you know Adam?" 

**Huge thanks to ** 

* *Thinkykaleidoscope a€" Thanks! I'm glad you like it! ** 

** SPARTAN a€" 626 a€" Thank you! I appreciate it; I promise the next 
chapter will come more quickly. I already have it written, I just 
need to edit it. ** 

**And to all of those who followed or favourited it! ** 

**Next time: Fight scene ensuesa€l** 

**Leave a comment, suggestion or review and as always I would love to 
hear what you guys expect from this story, thanks for 
reading ! * * 


17 . Chapter 17 
Chapter Seventeen 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus ' s Point of View_ 

"When will the Hunter come?" John rested against the concrete wall 
wrapping his sun burned hand in boxing tape. The smell and rush of 
adrenaline and testosterone filled the air as the men and the few 
women prepared to spar. After the brunch or rather peace agreement 
(whatever it was), Terrence has spoken to the squad I'd have under my 
commandaC 1 While not as the Hunter; the group, being the infamous 
Spartans I've killed. Terrence came up to me and truthfully told me 
that the Spartans thought I couldn't fight and that they wouldn't 
want to serve under a 'twig' as they used to call me. Granted most of 
the Spartans were tall and bulky as John was, I was built but it 
didn't show as most of the body builders here. My muscles were well 
defined as I endured many hard trials to earn them as well as my 
scars but they lacked the "She-Hulk" appearance. 

"When the Chief comes." John gave a huff and turned to the Spartans 
who were eagerly waiting to get a bite of me. They all looked at him 
with a certain stare that I couldn't recall whether it was fear or 
respect but when they turned their head towards me, hatred and 
mockery was replaced in their eyes. "Let's fight already!" One 
particular man in the back called out. He was almost John's height 



but he lacked the particular trait that I couldn't pinpoint. 

John gave me a displeased look and he passed the boxing tape. "Name 
and rank." The guy who called out spat in disgust, "I don't answer to 
GF filth like you." I tuck in the remaining tape and start with the 
other hand. "I said, name and rank." I wasn't going to loose my 
patience to some hot-headed Spartan with a grudge. He spat again. I 
finished the other hand and placed it on the floor nearby and flex my 
fingers as far as they can go in the restraints of the tape. I turn 
to John only to find him staring down the soldier. The soldier looks 
uneasy as I approach and the others that surround him quickly 
disperse . 

The Spartan is at least six feet as I stand a bit over him, giving me 
the edge. "Name and rank." He doesn't move nor do I . I can feel 
John's stare in the back of my head but at the same times I can feel 
him burning holes in the soldier. "Jack, 1st Petty Officer." 

"Are you ready to fight, 1st Petty Officer?" My question brings him 
off guard but he straightens up. "Yes, ma'am." "Good, grab some tape 
and meet back here." 

John walks over and gives me curious eyes. "Jack is the best fighter 
in the squad, are you sure you can fight him?" I know he means no 
harm; I've come to learn that he's just very blunt. 

"I've taken down Space Pirates bigger than him but then again we'll 
just have to wait and see won't we?" He gave me a puzzled look with 
the raise of his eyebrow; a loud smack brings us to attention to the 
two soldiers already on the mat in the back. 

Sweat rolls off the forehead of the brunette woman and onto the 
struggled face of the larger blonde man lying beneath her. Her 
muscles show as she holds the man in position in which he can't flee 
from or in simple terms: a death grip. His neck veins protrude from 
resistance and he finally calls mercy. She lets go of him and he 
breathes deeply before looking at all the people staring at his loss. 
The brunette looks quite pleased with herself and she looks at me 
before giving a large smile. Curiosity sparks within me as to why she 
smiled at me; it wasn't a sinister smile but rather a friendly one. I 
haven't received one from the UNSC soldiers other than Johns. 

I look at John only to find him staring, again. "See something you 
like?" I say with a laugh, reminding me of the dance we shared. He 
looks away and mutters a sorry before going to instruct the other 
soldiers. While he leaves. Jack comes into view with his hands fully 
wrapped. "Ready." I give a grin and lead him to the mats. 

The nameless brunette follows and pushes others to get in the front 
to watch. Her sharp eyebrows give off an intimidation vibe but I 
think it isn't for me. She crosses her arms, cocked one hip to the 
side and she does the strangest thing I've seen since the GF : point 
her good luck signed hand toward me. I look at the gesture, smile 
back and give her a thumbs up too. 

Jack's frustration literally almost oozed from his essence and his 
body language. I roll my shoulders to get them ready while I can feel 
the eyes of all those who come to watch us spar; Mostly to watch me 
fail at sparing probably the majority of them think. I do believe 
they've started a gambling pool about who will win. Hopefully the 



brunette gambled for the right side. Out of all the eyes I see, one 
pair stand out from the rest: Those crystal ice blues belonging to 
John . 

The butterflies returned. 

"Let's get this over with." He spat. We circled each other and raised 
our arms to protect ourselves, trying to find weak points until Jack 
responded quicker than expected by a hook to the right. I jumped to 
the left and almost wish I had my suit to tuck and roll. Jack grunted 
of annoyance and continued to throw jabs. Easy military training 
practice, nothing like what I faced with fighting the Chief. 

I jumped back to catch him off guard and gave a fierce right jab to 
his stomach as I favoured that arm. Jack reeled back threw up this 
arms in attempt to protect if I continued which left his stomach 
vulnerable. I went in for the blow but was yanked by his hands to the 
floor. He straddled me while trying to throw punches but I quickly 
shielded my face though one punch managed to get though and holy shit 
was that a punch. His fist hit my face with the force of the Spartan 
serum behind it. I don't let out a grunt to give him the satisfaction 
but my breath becomes uneven. I can feel my nose structure hurt again 
probably from the multiple times I've broken it. I kick out from 
under him to make him loose his grip and scramble to get on my feet. 
Obeying the lays of gravity, blood trickled down. It's on now. 

My fist swings towards the left of his rib cage and I can feel the 
well-acquainted pain in my fingers and knuckles as they make contact. 
His stumbles and I don't give him time to recover. A jab collides in 
his nose and I hear a very familiar crunch. 

He turns and throws one into my solar plexus, my breath is knocked 
out and I double over, smashing my face onto the rubber mat. His 
ankles come into view and I grab them involuntary to pull them 
closer, knocking him down. He goes down as at that instant I'm on his 
chest throwing one last punch with the Chozo power lying within. His 
nose bleeds profoundly, his brow is split and I'm sure his ribs are 
bruised. His arms try to protest but I pin them down. My fist 
connects with his jaw one last time before he reluctantly cries 
mercy. I slowly get off of his lap and readjust my sparring 
clothes . 

I find John's eyes looking at Jack and then at me. His expression is 
strange, I can't read it but I have no time to think about it as the 
brunette comes into view and slaps my shoulders. "Well shit! I knew 
you had it in you. Jack was our best fighter besides John and I of 
course. I think we'll become great friends you and I, Sammy." Sammy, 
a name I haven't heard since Gandrayda but since it's not used in a 
mocking or intimidating tone, I think I'll get used to it. I give her 
a grin. "I think so tooa€ 1 " I leave suspense for her name. She smacks 
her forehead and laughs. "Sorry, I'm Casey by the way." I look into 
her eyes and find only that they're only honest. They're light like 
John's but it looks like they used to be brown from the dark patches 
in the iris, almost like a washed out stain. More Spartans come and 
slap my back in congratulations save for John who stays in the 
corner, watching. I catch only a few names, Casey, the one I just 
met, Rebecca, a dark haired who didn't speak much, Rick, a gentle 
giant who often was referred to as Rebecca's brother from the same 
hair and grey eyes. Jack, who I just took down and to my surprise 
Simmons who looked over joyed to see me. His head was recently shaved 



and to my surprise his porcelain face was marked with more scars. 
"Admiral Aran! Remember me?" I grin and slap his back. "Nice to see 
you too Simmons, I thought you said you had your own squad?" He 
scratched his head and nervously laughed. "Yeah, well I got 
transferred but my guys are here too, they're justa€ 1 
Out ? " 

"Out?" 

"Let's just say sparing gone wrong." 

"Ah, gotcha. Well, if there's a chance I ' d be more than happy to spar 
with you." His face lit up but he didn't say anything to show the 
emotions in his eyes, probably to keep the 'cool' persona he was 
trying to keep up. "It'd be an honour Admiral." 

"Call me Samus . " I say with a warm smile." He tries to say something 
else but Casey drags me off. 

"So Sam, you plan to try and spar John?" I look at him across the 
room and he looks fuming. Not by his body actions but rather the 
little flame in his icy eyes. His glare is on Simmons who's looking 
at the next couple sparing but is quite informed of his stare by the 
tense in his shoulders. "You said he's one of the best fighters here, 
right?" Casey looks at me with her big stained eyes. "Sam, he's the 
best in the UNSC." My expression drops a little at the statement and 
I look at the man who I enjoyed an evening with trying to imagine 
that he was the best hand to hand soldier in the entire UNSC. Sure 
his muscles were the largest of the group and his frame towered over 
me even though I was tall already so I guess it made sense. I look at 
Casey who looks at me patiently and grin at her. 

"I always love a good challenge." She looks at me in disbelief and 
gives a deep whistle. "Good luck is all I can say, if you want I can 
give out some pointers that I've noticed about him but even though 
you took down Jack, all I can say is you're fucked Sammy." 

I leave Casey to her musing and walk towards John who looks in his 
own dilemma. His eyebrows are together and his eyes are stared ahead 
into the white walls. "John." He snaps out of his internal problem 
and looks at me; his features soften. 

"Samus." My stomach gets queasy and for some reason my chest 
tightens. Maybe it's the way my name rolls off of his tongue or maybe 
it's because I'm still recovering from my fight with Jack but I think 
I'll side with the second one. 

"You're a little red." He gives a sigh and looks at his arms that are 
white then at his fingers that are pink. "I'm surprised that my skin 
didn't burn out from the sun's rays." 

"Wanna dance?" My voice comes off too enthusiastic. His eyes widen 
and I swear he almost did a double take. "What?" I straighten my back 
and look into his pristine eyes with a smug grin. "I may not be the 
best hand to hand soldier in the GF as someone I know in the UNSC but 
I think I'll be a worthy opponent." I give a smile and he tries to 
discover what I'm up to but finds only that I'd want to spar with 
him. His eyes soften and a small smile appears. "Be prepared to lose 
GF scum." I pause at the name and look deep into him to find if he 
meant it. He looks at me with a serious expression and my smile 



slowly goes away only to be brought back by the wide grin he makes. 
"It's a joke." I laugh at that and go to the mat leading the way for 
John . 


I touch the cut on my forehead just to find it already healed and 
already a scab from my Chozo blood. My muscles are regaining their 
energy and by 2 minutes I'll be ready to fight the worthiest opponent 
I'd find who had just happened to be my dance partner. 

**Special thanks to** 

* *Thinkykaleidoscope a€" Glad you liked it! Haha, I put that in there 
last minute but I absolutely love saying that now. ** 

**Senpai Gabby a€" I'm sorry it feels like that. I have finals this 
entire month so chapters are a result of my procrastination but as 
for the plot, I totally agree that it's slow but I wanted there to be 
more interaction between them before they found out. Thanks for 
reviewing! ** 

**SPARTAN-626 a€" There will definitely be some fighting action in 
the next chapter, thanks for the review!** 

**Next time: Samus and John fight a€" needless to day, actions 
follows . * * 

**I'll probably update this in about a month or so for the next 
chapter's context of actionsa€l** 

**Leave a comment, suggestion or review and as always I would love to 
hear what you guys expect from this story, thanks for 
reading ! * * 


18. Chapter 18 
Chapter Eighteen: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus 's Point of View _ 

I look at John with uneasy eyes. He circles around me, trying to find 
my weaknesses. His brows dampens with sweat and his muscles twitch as 
if waiting to pounce. He looks as if a predator hunting his prey. 

It's not an unfamiliar expression but from John, it makes my hairs 
stand up. The crowd enclosed us before we even fought and it was 
obvious whose team they were on, even Simmons is on the other side of 
the mat though he sends me an apologetic look and while Casey was 
rooting for me in the previous fight, she doesn't hesitate to choose 
the apparent winner's side. I'm left with the water bottles and 
sweaty rags on the floor, well I can't let my fans down. 

I jump towards John only as a warning; he jumps back and then 
advances toward me. The brute of his muscles only miss as I jolt left 
into a nearby column. With my back against the pillar, I look like a 
rabbit that's got nowhere else to go. The adrenaline rushes 
throughout me, and John locks his eyes onto mine and for some reason 
I can't break out of it. 



The crowd cheers and laughs at my downfall. He inches closer and 
closer, analyzing my easy defeat and right when he's in arms reach, I 
grab his shoulders and launched myself over him. Still facing the 
other way, I jab his into his back and I hear a short grunt. I land a 
blow to his side and jump back, anxious he might end me right there 
and then. The crowd slowly hushed. 

John turns around with newfound determination, it seems he 
underestimated me. We circle again, this time he looks to expect any 
surprises. His eyes narrow and the John I met at the bar was gone. He 
rolls his shoulders, lifts his arms and his brows come together. He 
shuffles closer towards me and before I can dodge, takes a heavy 
uppercut to the chin. If I though Jack's punches were heavy, John 
broke the record of heaviest hitter. I swung back along with my 
footing and landed on my butt. My teeth smack against each other and 
head won't stop ringing. He advances but I'm back on my feet before 
he can do anything. The crowd resumed their cheering 

"Let's go Chief!" My blood ran cold. Chief? I look back at John in 
question. He keeps a neutral face, but I hear a small sigh. Nothing 
but my eyebrows shows shock, as they rise. Chief could mean anything, 
Samus . Now is not the time to consider. 

I find John's eyes again. His cerulean eyes look as if to be building 
a wall, his expression remains stoic but I can see the small twitch 
on his nose. The question arises in me again, could John be Master 
Chief? 

My palms grow sweaty and ache to punch but I keep them clenched at my 
side. John and I circle again, our footsteps creating a small ring on 
the mat. I look at him with new eyes. It pains me but as I take in 
his form, it shapes into those that belong in a green armor. My 
eyebrows join together and I have to control myself so I don't lash 

out but as he slightly buckles, I took it as leverage. 

I confirm my suspicions as my right fist jabs into his side, which 
causes him to fall on the floor with a grunt. The skin underneath the 
thin fabric is ridged and it leaves the feeling on my fist. I summon 
the Chozo in me and swing towards his head, the force travels though 
out my arm to his head and his skull is sent staggering. I jump back, 

feeling wrong to have taken the blow and let him recover. The crowd 

is silent, the blow is unexpected but as is the new revelation. He 
gets up slowly and his eyes are hard. 

"How did you know that?" His firm tone cuts through the air. 

I mirror his eyes and throw up my fists in response. He steps forward 
and dare to too. His eyes are not those that I found at the bar; 
Resentment clouds them. 

The room's fluorescent lighting tore the rest of the room's attention 
as it quickly turned, the sound of alarms rang in our ears and the 
floor beneath us gave a great shake. The water in the bottles created 
rings as each shake grew louder and closer but the lock onto John's 
eyes to mine never drifted. His usual soften gaze at me grew dense 
and the look of anger washed over his face. My brows drew together 
subconsciously , I found myself not able to take my gaze away from the 
_demon_. 


John's view shifted behind me as a cold hand was laid on my shoulder. 



I instinctively snapped and prepared to fight only to find Casey's 
washed out eyes cautiously eyeing at me. 


As the alarm continue to shriek, he springs to attention and directs 
the Spartans to the opposite side of the door, where the shots were 
heard. John looks at me with authority in his eyes, sharply turning 
to the fellow Spartans indicating me to follow. I don't doubt he can 
lead but as a result of the union, I am his superior. " Follow my 
lead and don't do anything stupid." I growl. My glowing markings 
shine bright against the darkness and the door was shown towards the 
right . 

"We don't have time to bitch. Let's go." John held his ground and 
kept his gaze on me. "That's an order, 117." He froze and 
straightened up. "Yes, ma'am." He barely mumbled. The other Spartans 
watched our conflict with wide eyes. 

Shots and yells grew louder and one phrase caught my attention. 
"Multiple life forms behind the door, light it up." John was the 
closest to the door. "Everybody down!" I slammed into John, landing 
on top of him and suddenly my back was on fire. 

The soft glow on my back was brutally replaced by flames that 
engulfed the room and quickly burned anything in its path. The 
regenerating cells couldn't keep up with the wrath of fire. A small 
blue box appeared: _WARNING: Health critically low, suit generation 
in 30 seconds. _Shit . 

John appears to be covering his vital organs and I still lay on top 
of him but I've already done that job by landing on him and taking 
the flames. I roll over and take in the scene. The fellow Spartans 
are resisting to yell to not give us away but I can tell by their 
faces that the pain is excruciat ing . Casey and a couple other 
Spartans seems to have been lucky as she is in the corner of the 
room, the least affected area but I still see the small burn next to 
her eye. One of the Spartans wasn't so lucky as he was hit full blast 
of the shot and the door was lodged into his abdomen. 

10 seconds left. I can't let the other's know my true identity, not 
yet. The closest medical pack is nowhere to be found as everything 
previously here has been melted and burned to a crisp but alas I 
found one behind a burning pillar. I look back at John who looks 
quest ioningly in return. I open my mouth to answer but remember 
John's revelation. I don't want that to happen to me. My legs are 
wobbly but I find the strength and leap towards the fire. 

My back is already numb from the pain but it quickly spreads to my 
feet and legs. And here I thought I have too many scars. The medical 
pack offers an injection of unknown use but hell I need anything. I 
bite the top off and stab it in my right leg where it isn't burnt. 

The needle is fairly large as is the doses and it slowly I can feel 
the substance slowly work its way around my body. 

The voices return and I find to recognize them as Space Pirates. I 
look at the where the door should be only to see their silhouettes 
come closer. John is fighting the flames to come to the Spartans and 
I manage to get his attention by throwing the needle. 

He looks at me curiously and I point to the door. I raise 5 fingers 
and signal a take down attack. The Space Pirates probably have heart 



beat detection weaponry, so I use the technique the Chozo showed me 
for slowing my heartbeat until it's undetectable. My breath lowers 
and my need for oxygen increases but I push the thought to the 
side . 

We approach the door and the Space Pirates turn to John, sensing his 
presence first. He's the necessary distraction as I jump on the 
Pirate's back and lock my legs around what I think is the head. John 
gets the idea as he grabs the gun and shoots the ones behind 
him . 

One . 

Two . 

Three . 

Four . 

Four shots go out and I grab the skull and twist it off. 

"What are these things?" 

I look down at the pile of bodies that lay in clumps by our feet. 
Though the glare of the flame illuminates the bodies, I don't need 
the light to know what they are. My stomach drops and I look towards 
him. "Space Pirates." I say shortly. I still reserve some resentment 
for John but I can't let it get in the way of the new mission, 
especially if one of my greatest foes are involved. John looks 
clueless. "Bad aliens." He nods in agreement and looks back at the 
mess left of the room. 

The pillars that once rested against my back were savagely torn from 
the hinges and thrown to the side, barely missing one of the 
unconscious Spartans. "John," He sharply turns to me. "Where's the 
comms station? We need to get these people to the infirmary, 
now . " 

"About a kilometer west, but the exit is right above us." 

"Okay," I find the brunette in her corner tending to Simmons's burned 
leg . 

"Casey, " 

She slowly rises to attention from her protective corner. 

"You're in charge of going to the comms station. Take Simmons and two 
other Spartans and if you see anyone of the things that attacked us, 
don't fight it. Run." 

"Yes ma ' am . " 

"John, lead the way to the exit. The rest of you buddy up with an 
injured and stay close." 
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19. Chapter 19 
Chapter Nineteen: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

_Samus ' s Point of View_ 

"Inform the Master, the Hunter is here." My blood ran cold and little 
bumps shimmered across my exposed skin. I steal a glance from John 
only to find he's already staring my way. His brows are together and 
his lips are set in a grim line. "JohnaCl" He looks away. I sigh and 
scope out the Space Pirates in front. One, two, threeaC 1 There could 
be more hiding behind the wall but unless I use my visor, it's 
unclear . 

I look back at John but find he's examining the Spartans behind us. I 
use the opportunity to activate x-ray visor, which glows white softly 
on my pale skin. Six militia: two unarmored, three shielded and one 
armored. Their red eyes contrast from the stark silver of hard hide 
and their rugged swords that replaced their arm seemed sharpened 
recently. I'll have to be careful with those. 

I slightly turn my head to turn to catch a glimpse of him and slowly 
trace a finger over the scars over my eye, nose and lip. I shudder 
and turn the other way. "John, lead the Spartans to the exit. I think 
there's some type of information over there. I'll rendezvous with you 
later." He starts to protest but I run down the corridor before he 
could respond and as long as the Spartans don't follow. I'll be able 
to use my arm cannon. I feel their gaze hot on my back, especially 
one in part icularaC 1 


The light illuminating from the window shines a small path to avoid 
and the silhouettes dance across the floor. The Space Pirates don't 



seem to notice my presence as I creep closer as they resume talking 
and with every step, the loose glass on the floor digs deeper causing 
a trail of bloodly footprints to follow, I grit my teeth but I don't 
allow any noise to escape. 

The armored Pirate, who looks to be the one in charge, raises the 
data pad and the other Pirates come closer to view it. My only guess 
is that they're looking at the new orders Ridley commands. I briefly 
look back only to find I am in complete solitude with the exception 
of the Pirates. I ache to power on my suit but I know it's too risky. 
The ache to breath hinders my speed but I can't let them know I'm 
right outside the door. 

Their first mistake? Leaving the door unlocked. My plasma cannon 
assembles and I charge it up for maximum damage, a soft hum vibrates 
throughout my arm. 

One . 

Two . 

Three . 

I rip the door off its handles and blast the head of the armored one 
first. His blood spatters in front of his comrades and I jump on the 
unshielded one's back. Taking advantage of their confusion, I shoot 
the two of the shielded in the face and watch my plasma burn their 
skin . 

One Mississippi. 

They fall to the ground as does their shields and I shoot them again 
just to verify their deaths. The one underneath me bucks like an old 
western bull but I sturdy my grip on his neck crest. While these 
creatures have different anatomy, the skulls are still attached to 
the spine. Using more force, I twist what resembles the head and jump 
back ready to face the other two. As my plan comes into motion, I 
morph my canon back to my hand. 

Two Mississippi . 

"It's only a female human!" The one of the two left says as they rush 
to me. I summersault backwards and wait right before the pirates rush 
towards me. I slide on the bloody floor and clutch one of each of 
their thin legs. They break easily under my strength and they crumple 
together on the floor. 

Three Mississippi. 

I get up, grab their head crest and bash their face together. A 
splatter of blood stains my sports bra. Oh how I wish I could change 
into my zero suit. Six Space Pirates, 3 seconds A smile appears on my 
face before I can wipe it off. Blue blood accumulates at the bottom 
and a purple puddle swirls at my feet. I wiggle my toes and watch as 
the tiny waves move in between them. 

A loud whistle interrupts my inspection. "You really outdid yourself, 
Sammy." Casey appears at the door and the fellow Spartans come and 
reviews the corpses. John follows last and I trace his cold eyes to 
the corpses. He inspects the burns on the Space Pirates face and 



frowns . 


"You expect me to believe that you killed them all?" Jack rests on 
the door with his arms crossed. "Is that so hard to believe?" I 
narrow my eyes, I know he's testing me but I can't let the other 
Spartans think I can't stand up for myself. I must tread carefully; a 
squad of Spartans versus me wouldn't end well for either. "Fall in 
line soldier, that's no way to speak to a superior." First time I 
call rank. It's not a comfortable feeling and I don't like using it 
but it's necessary to get rid of his attitude. He straightens and his 
complexion pales as if he'd forgot my rank. "Ma'am." He barely 
mumbles. John approaches with an uninviting question on his face. 
"How'd they get burned?" I look at his abdomen where I felt the 
burned skin during our fight. My heels dig deeper into the embedded 
glass and words don't form the truth of what happened here, I ache to 
confront him and challenge him but here is not the place. I feel my 
canon arm twitch and heat up in response to the memory of the 
encounter . 

"I urn, found a plasma gun nearby. I used it on a couple and took the 
rest out by hand." It's clear as day that John doesn't believe my 
pathetic excuse but it slides by him. "What information did they 
have? " 

Drowned in the basin of blood, I pull the dripping data pad and hand 
it to him. He takes it without hesitating about the liquid dripping 
down his bare wrist. John scowls. "The UNSC hasn't been trained in 
the Space Pirate dialecta€ 1 

He hands it back to me and I quickly graze over the revealing 
information. My brows come together, "The Covenant and the Space 
Pirate army are planning an attack on Earth." He seems unmoved by the 
importance the words have but his eyes dim. The Spartans keep silence 
as wait for John to respond. "When?" 

"A week from today." He closes his eyes and presses his fingers to 
his temple. The other soldiers look to John for guidance. "Let's move 
out. A pelican is already here for us." We nod and follow his command 
even though I'm the superior but I don't doubt he's fit for 
commanding. I look down for more data pads but only find bloody pale 
feet. Funny, I don't even feel them. John eyes me cautiously, "Let's 
go." My mouth opens to respond but my feet suddenly lose their 
balance in the pools of gore. My vision darkens and before I land on 
the floor, I find myself in the arms of a familiar 
soldier . 
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20. Chapter 20 


Chapter Twenty: 

><em>I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise . <em> 

><em>Samus ' s Point of View<em> 

I am still, my eyes drowsy and I don't know where I am but the 
accelerated constant beep gives me an idea. Once again I'm surrounded 
by a flash of white light. A steady drip of an IV rings throughout my 
head and no one is here to check on the dosage. Knowing that I am 
well enough, I yank it out yet no nurses come to check the constant 
beep that just became a flat tone. "Adam?" My voice is croaky and no 
response comes. 

The hallway is dark save for the light that leads to another corridor 
at the end. The hospital dress falls with a faint thud as my suit 
appears and I let curiosity get the best of me. My zero suit forms 
with a small hum and I trek into the hallway. 

Nobody appears to be in the hospital area but me, causing my canon to 
ache. My steps are slow at first, weary of my solitude but I keep a 
steady pace, curious to find out where the other patients are in this 
wing of the hospital or wherever I am. My x-ray visor appears and 
slowly highlight the objects behind the multiple doors I pass and yet 
not one skeletal form comes into view as I come closer to the end of 
the hallway. The light appears to be slowly flooding in the dark 
corridor by a small opening in a door. 

"All she said was that Earth will be under attack." A familiar growly 
voice echos from the room at the end. "Then why isn't she here to 
deliver the report?" Another followed, "Might've been the fact she 
lost half her blood count and suffered large 3rd degree burns 
protecting one of your own." The opposing voice hushed. A large crowd 
surrounds a what appears a makeshift meeting table in the middle of 
an operating room and no one notices me as I slip past them to get a 
better look. 

"She's not the main concern here. We need to organize and make do 
with what we got. Take the scientists and developers to another 
planet and keep them safe until we can finish at least a prototype 
then we work around the Hunter and the Chief leading separate teams 
that will eventually meet up." 

"You're still not accounting for the other commanders here." 

"We can't afford to spread out our forces with a war this magnitude. 
We need to use the dream team as much as we can to reduce the number 
of lives lost . " 

"What about the Blitzkrieg tactic?" I gently pushed my way to the 
front and looked at the leaders with a strong gaze. 

"Samus." Adam looked with a soft touch in his eye even through his 
synthetic irises, a softness he always held reserved for me, before 
looking sharp at the others. "I expected with 3rd degree wounds you'd 
be out longer." Terrence looked at me with a curious eye, along with 
the sofly lighten tattoos that crawled around my zero suit. "I heal 
fast." I said shortly as I walked behind Adam. "Now, as I proposed; 
Blitzkrieg. Before the Great War, there were smalls wars including 
one called World War II. The ones who lost used a method called 



Blitzkrieg . 


One UNSC general from the looks of it, looked harsh at me. "Maybe you 

should rest some more, sweetheart. Ya must've hit your head too 

hard." My features hardened. "While they did lose, they used a method 
that gambled few resources, we strike hard and fast giving them no 
time to respond, which will disband their front line armies." The 
board looked deep in thought. "What went wrong with that method 
during that war?" A well known council member from the GF looked with 

sharp eyes. "One of their opponents had more resources than they did 

which made them fight in the winter, which they weren't prepared 
to. " 

"So we just have to be prepared to fight in the winter?" One asked 
with dry humor. 

"Metaphorically, using it today we could switch winter for phazon." 
Some mumbled in agreement but one individual who didn't speak or make 
any remark during the meeting, has his eyes closed. Admiral Dane 
rose, "We 'll have to modify this method to relate to the present but I 
agree with Miss Aran. We'll go into more details later but Aran meet 
me in my office later." He looked at the rest of the board. "Alright 
people, we have a war to win." 

"Dane, " One of the GF officials with his head held low, raised his 
head to look into mine directly. "What are we going to do about the 
Hunter?" Captain Dare. The only thing keeping his sorry ass here is 
his spotless record of never losing a battle. Besides the vile eyes I 
was staring into, I could feel another burn holes into my eyes. Ones 
I'm too familiar with, I had to refrain from shivering from his gaze. 
"Now that we're switching to the olden days with Blitzkrieg, as Aran 
said, we'll form a basis for the team based on the Chief's and the 
Hunter's strengths and weaknesses. Like I said. Dare, we'll get into 
details later. For now, prepare for war. Dismissed." 

The politicians mumbled a goodbye while the fellow soldiers Hoorahed 
each other before heading into the battle simulators. 

-Line Break- 

"You wanted to see me, sir?" Admiral Dane looked from the documents 
in his hand. "Aran, come in." His office in this ship was much nicer 
than that of the one on Earth. "I see you're doing better. Do the 
others know you're the Hunter?" I slowly walk towards his desk, 

>"No, but I'm sure John has his suspicions . "<p> 

"I would imagine so. So here's the deal, since all of the politicians 
here, GF or UNSC have a stick up their ass, there's still going to be 
lots of hesitation and distrust among your team especially since 
you're one of the more known ones." I would imagine so, sir." I said 
using his reply towards him. "I've already talked to the other 
commanders and captains but at this point, with this monumental war 
going to happen in a few days, I can't accept any complains of that 
sort. I know you have some beef with the Chief but I need you to be 
an example for others, got it?" I narrowed my eyes, "Yes, 
sir. " 

"Good." He looked behind me and gave a nod. The door opened and 
closed as John came in. "Sir." He simply said. He looked straight at 



Dane and I had to restrain myself from looking at him. "Listen up, I 
have another mission for you two. No one else can know about this 
other than the people in the room and Terrence, understood?" I could 
feel John's sharp gaze on me and I dared to look back. "Yes, 
sir. " 

-Line Break- 

By the time the meeting with Dane finished, the only thing I wanted 
to do was take a long nap until the real work begun. "Samus, " John's 
voice traveled after me as I headed to my docked ship. I spun around 
and looked at the man with weary eyes, unable to fight anymore. 
"What, John?" His features were cold and his eyes remained stoic. "I 
need closure . " 

"With what" I asked still walking. 

"One of my men went MIA in battle and I never found his dog tags. I 
need to know what happened to him." I came to an abrupt stop. 
"Johna€l" I pinched the bridge of my nose and gave a deep breath. 
"It's war, it's not like I know every man I've killed, if that was 
the case then I've wouldn't have killed anybody." I looked into his 
bleached eyes and knew it was a war. One which he wasn't going down 
without a fight, as usual. "What was the battle and his 
unit?" 


"Battle of Xaurus and perhaps you saw him by his suit number, 104." I 
leaned on a nearby pillar and gave a deep sigh. 

"The Battle of Xaurus was considered one of the greatest battles ever 
won by the GF . " He winced in reminder. "While we gunned down eight 
hours in, some of our prisoners and soldiers went missing. I remember 
that prisoner because it took 3 FED marines to hold him down but 
after that, we stopped at a makeshift camp and then they weren't 
there anymore. Like if they had been dragged away by the scratches on 
nearby trees and the animals that lay slain on the floor. We sent a 
small recon team but our forces were limited since we were in the 
middle of a battle." John's brows drew together. "I'm sorry, John." 

He didn't respond as he was deep in thought. 

"It's been 3 years since that battle. Before I was the best in hand 
to hand combat, that soldier could take me out in 10 seconds easily." 
I gave a quick shudder thinking that if John was already gooda€ 1 "I 
would've been done for." John gives a weary smile and I give one back 
at him, forgetting that he was the one responsible for my scars. His 
smile quickly disappeared as his eyes narrow behind me. 

"Princess, everything alright here?" A heavy hand rested on my 
shoulder, and as I turned back, brown eyes laced with suspicion stare 
back at me. "Anthony! I didn't expect to see you until another 2 
weeks." He retrieved his hand to rub it back on the back of his 
head. "Yeah well with the invasion, everything's rushing now. Plus, I 
got placed under your command." 

"Don't expect any special treatment." I said grinning. 

"If anything I expect harsher treatment." I gave a smile and a hard 
slap on the back. "Damn straight, I will." Anthony looks behind me 
and narrows his eyes. "Is he giving you trouble?" A small snicker 
escapes my lips as I imagine Anthony threatening John but I know it's 



just some brotherly instinct. "I'm a big girl, Anthony, I can take 
care of myself." I turn to the giant behind me. "John this is 
Anthony. Anthony this is John, He's in charge of the other squad." 
They mumble a hello and shake hands but the vein bulging from their 
wrists indicates it's anything than a friendly hello. Their eyes lock 
on with a deadly grip and it takes a cough from me to stop the dick 
fight . 

"I'll walk you to your ship, Samus." His voice is low, almost like a 
growl. Their hands release and Anthony hesitantly wishes me a 
goodnight leaving John and I. "Don't let relationships get in the way 
of our line of work." My brows come together. "Don't you have close 
relationships with your fellow soldiers?" 

"Not that close." He mumbles. My fists tighten but I remain silent as 
my classic orange ship comes into view. He drops me off at the belly 
of the ship where my elevator comes down. 

The darkness illuminates his eyes, making it so that the irises shine 
bright like a light. "Goodnight, John." I say quietly. "Samus, he 
nods but doesn't leave. His figure is outlined by the small 
illumination that the ship's lights reach but all I see now is drab 
armored suit and rage overpowers the curiosity. Our eyes seem to be 
caught in a secret tango as neither of us move until he traces over 
the scars on my face. I subconsciously run a finger over them before 
turning my back to John and step onto the elevator. When I know I'm 
fully onboard the ship, I give a battle cry of 
frustration . 
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2 1 . Chapter 2 1 
Chapter Twenty One: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 
Samus ' s Point of View 


The Pelican shook as we approached what was previously known as 
Brooklyn, now known as territory controlled by the Pirates and 



Covenant. "We're coming in hot you guys need to jump the hell out of 
the Pelican when I say so." The pilot's face was covered in sweat as 
she missed the missiles the various enemies threw. Across from me, 
John held his helmet tightly as the sounds of battle grew closer. He 
briefly looked at me before putting his helmet on and turning on his 
lights. "The mission is simple; kill all of the enemies in the area." 
I elaborated, "A week ago this city used to be one of the most 
populated cities in the world, now it has less than 10 inhabitants 
and over 1,000 Pirate and Covenant forces. We need to take back 
what's ours!" The GF soldiers on my team gave a loud, "Hoorah!" while 
the UNSC soldiers reluctantly nodded their heads. John stood up, 

"Like it or not the GF and the UNSC are working together. That means 
we have to kiss each other's' ass until the war ends. Even if all we 
want do is put a bullet in their heads." He turned to look at 
me . 

Nobody on my team knew I was Samus Aran, well except maybe for John 
and Anthony. For now I was the poster boy (Or gal) for the GF . I was 

the Hunter, clad in my classic Varia suit ready to kick some ass. I 

was also the most hated in the UNSC. I could feel the deep stares of 
the the soldiers surrounding me. Some with curiosity others filled 
with hatred. I turned my voice dist inguisher on. "I don't give a shit 
about whose side you're on. What matters is preserving an entire 
race. So get the stick outta your asses and start killing some 
fucking Pirates and Covenant!" I received a bigger hoorah from them 
and a bigger stare from John. One that I dared stared back. 

"Get your asses out now!" The bay door opened and John was the first 
to jump, simply falling with no hesitation. One by one the four PEDs 
and four Spartans followed after until I was the last one. "Ely safe, 
Ashley." The pilot gave me a nod in return and I took off running 
into the battle field. The air hissed at my suit as I followed 

gravity's laws until a heavy thud was all I received in return as I 

landed into the rubble's embrace. A blue square popped up on my 
visor. "Hunter, I've gathered the rest of the soldiers. Meet me at 
the coordinates I've sent. Another blue box appeared on my visor. 
"Affirmative, ETA 2 minutes. Hunter out." Dusting the debris off of 
my suit I roll into a morph ball and blow a path to the other 
soldiers . 

Anthony is leaned on a nearby pillar of what used to be a restaurant 
and cautiously eyeing John and the other Spartans. "Princ- Hunter! 
Einally showed up." I gave him a quick nod to thank him for not 
giving away my identity and look back at the team. 

Amy and Zach from the 8th platoon of the GE leaned on a nearby table 
with their arms crossed and waiting for orders. The soft hum of the 
light PED suit brought a strange calmness as it was too quiet 
outside, even the crickets were making noise. The Spartan clad in 
green armor with a small rabbit sticker on her chest stood next to 
Casey, her arms crossed and gaze intense even under the 
helmet . 

"Like I said we're here to wipe the area down. I've been told there 
might be a small military base underground in the metro. So after we 
sweep up here we'll go down. Watch out for any surviving civilians. 
Any objections?" The PEDS gave their customary thumbs up while the 
Spartans looked at them with curiosity. "Joh- Chief, " The name felt 
like acid in my mouth. "Take your team to Brooklyn Heights, I'll take 
mine to the Bedford. Don't lose contact." He nodded his head and lead 



his soldiers away. "Who's ready to have some fun?" Anthony gave me a 
slap on the back which probably hurt him more than it hurt me and 
gave a small chuckle. "Never change." Casey, clad in her tan Spartan 
armor stepped forward. "You're definitely not like what the UNSC says 
about you." I laid a land on her back, "There's more to than meets 
the eye." The nameless Spartan kept silent. "Alright everybody, let's 
move! We've got a war to win." 

-Line break- 

"Hunter, I'm receiving some unusual reading in the underground. Is 
your team done sweeping?" John's voice rumbled in my helmet. As my 
team and I searched every nook and cranny of the old apartments, the 
earliness of solitude brought out our goosebumps. Not one enemy, yet 
this was their base. "My team hasn't encountered any targets." There 
was a short pause. "Neither did mine." It was obvious it was an 
ambush, those were never fun but at the end of the day it was our job 
to clean the gutters filled with Pirates and Covenant. "Meet us at 
the Hoyt St. station. We'll see what they're cooking up down there" A 
short grunt was all I received in return. "We're moving out! Mark 
Hoyt St . on your maps . " 

Anthony speeds up his jog to keep up with me. "What are we expecting, 
princess?" He says in a low voice so they don't hear his nickname for 
me. " I actually don't know what the Covenant are but as far as we 
know the Space Pirates are some annoying mother fuckers. So if 
they're working together, that can't be good." He gives a small 
smirk. "Man, I'll never get used to hearing you in that voice." I 
smile in my suit and give him a small nudge. "Just be on your toes." 
He falls back into formation, "Always am." 

The station is farther than I had previously thought and even though 
we covered more distance, still no enemies in sight nor any mines 
though the sensation of being watched never went away. After John 
came into view, Rick and Rebecca came behind him with snipers ready 
to fire at just a moment's notice. Next to them Zach and Amy held 
their Phazon guns with slight pressure. "What's our plan. Hunter?" He 
stressed out my nickname. 

"We're obviously running into a trap here so here's how we're going 
to play it. We act dumb, follow their little game. Never fight using 

full force and when they least expect it, then hit them with all we 

have. My radars are picking up a massive energy source 2km out. So 
until then, don't use any fancy guns." Zach, Amy, Jess and Anthony 
switched to their standard military issued weapon and put their 
Phazon guns away. 

John looked up, a few droplets of rain fell on his visor and slowly 
rolled off. "We should hurry." He said before we were engulfed with 
rain. He easily broke the locks of the subway entrance and we 
continued on with the mission. "Lights on." 

As we went down the narrow stairs, the now ancient train tracks begun 
to appear. "If these still work, we'd be fried by now." Jess tested 

it with a small touch of his foot and since he didn't become crisps 

we deemed it safe to descend further into enemy base. 

While the crickets and solitude above kept us on our toes, this 
silence was deafening; not even a rat was stirring. "Something's up." 
I heard Zach whisper, "No shit." Amy barked back. 



Anthony shone his light into a small hole by the old electrical grid. 
"Hunter, I've found something." John flashes his light and looks into 
the hole. "Looks like an old smugglers tunnel. It'd be useful if 
someone with armor could actually fit in there." Sarcasm fills his 
voice. "That's because the tip wasn't for you." I put my hand on his 
shoulder, pull him back gently and take a peek at the tunnel. "Chief, 
you're in charge while I'm gone. I shouldn't be too long." 

He tilts his visor in question. "Where the hell are you going?" 

"I'm going to go scout ahead and see where this tunnel leads to. 

Don't do anything stupid while I'm gone." With that I transform 
myself into ball and roll into the small tunnel. My sides 
occasionally scrape against walls but I manage to squeeze through 
until I hear the voices of those I hate the most. 

"The Hunter and his team are in position, set the charges for 15 
minutes . " 

"Shall I tell the Elite?" 

"No, let him burn." 

Since I cannot "see" but rather feel things with the echolocation the 
suit projects, I know that ten pirates are above me. Judging by the 
size of the armor, it has to be a Commando pirate along with some 
militia pirate. I try to expand my radius but I don't feel any other 
presences. They start to move but the movements seem routinely. I 
roll back to my team to find them on guard and ready to shoot 
me . 

"Nice to see you are all on your toes." Anthony laughs. 

"For now it's just Space Pirates. A Commando and Militia." John tilts 
his head and then I'm reminded that the UNSC isn't too familiar with 
Space Pirates as the GF is with the Covenant. "Militia are the ones 
that attacked the base and Commandos have special armor that can only 
be penetrated by high frequency beams or luckily Phazon 
weapons . " 

The Spartans looked at their weapons, "Well shit." Casey added. 
"That's where the PEDS come into play. While the PEDS soldiers get 
the Commando, the Spartans can get the Militias." They nodded in 
agreement. "By the way, they set a bomb for 15 minutes so as soon as 
we discover what they're cooking up in here we need to get the hell 
out of here." 

We slowly venture into the subway until we're surrounded by bright 
lights. "You're getting reckless. Hunter." One of the pirates call 
out. John slips next to me and the rest of the team get in position 
to shoot. "I can't believe you actually fell in our trap." John 
slightly nudges me. "What are they saying?" I don't answer but I 
respond to the Pirate in his native tongue. "So what do you have have 
in store for me this time? More torture, more planets to blow up? A 
slow and painful death? Been there done that." The Commando comes 
into view and lets out a snarl. "Enough talk." And here I thought 
they were known for their patience. 


"After we kill your friends in front of you. I'll deliver you 



personally to the Cunning God of Death himself." 


"God of Death? And here I thought the Covenant were the religious 
freaks." He lets out a deeper growl and beside me, John tightens his 
grip on his gun. "What's he saying?" John lets out a growl to match 
that of the Commando. "He want to kill us." I can hear a huff of 
frustration from his helmet. Anthony calls behind me, "I don't want 
to break of the love fest you have going on but don't forget this 
place is going to blow." 

The Commando raises his gun. "Maybe I'll just kill you now." I grin 
underneath my helmet. "You're too much of a coward. Not even your 
precious Omega Pirate could kill me, nonetheless your oh so powerful 
God of Death. What makes you think a weak Commando can?" I can see 
his body radiate of anger, he aims the phazon gun and shoots without 
a second thought. I push John out of the way and allow the phazon to 
absorb into my suit. The Commando looks in awe as I groan and land on 
the ground. "Not so powerful anymore, are you?" He throws his head 
back and laughs . 

The phazon is quicker than I've remembered it. I feel it taunting at 
my mind, pushing me to do to evil things but I push the thought out. 

I let out a muffled scream as I allow it to run in my blood. I fall 
on my side and I can feel my suit convulsing. John keeps his gun at 
the Commando but bends a knee to inspect me. "She knows what she's 
doing." I hear Anthony say. "Reckless." John answers. 

The pain passes and I look down at my suit to find my abdominal, 
chest and shoulder plates now white with blue flames dancing in 
between the crevices. I take a knee and stumble back as the Commando 
hit me with another Phazon beam. Temptation reaches my mind and now I 
find it harder to concentrate on the enemy. "PEDs, open fire!" I 
allow the phazon I absorbed to be propelled from my canon and back at 
the Pirate. He steps back but my team lets out rapid fire leading to 
his demise. 

Even with his helmet on, I can feel John's disapproving stare. "Nice 
suit." Casey says observing the blue lights. "Thanks." 

"Be ready, these things like cockroaches. Once you kill one, more 
will follow." I received nods in return again but this time suspicion 
fills them. I can't trust these people, not even Anthony. They don't 
understand that the mission comes first. I should abandon them. They 
will only slow me down. A liability. I forgot the feeling of Phazon, 
like a drug that makes you forgot any responsibility and makes you 
feel like you can kick anyones ' ass. I gave an internal shake once I 
remember when I was stage 3 corruption. Anymore and I would've been 
too far gone to be saved. But the rushaC 1 A heavy hand rests on my 
shoulder. "You alright?" Anthony took his helmet off so I could see 
the worry and concern in his eyes. I look at my palms laced with blue 
light and look back at him. "Eor now. Let's move out, we have 12 
minutes left . " 

-Line Break- 

"Jeaz and I thought the Elites were bad, the Pirates have fucking 
swords for hands." Casey takes cover by an old subway car while Rick 
and Rebecca provide sniper fire. "Eive minutes left!" Anthony manages 
to yell over the sound of bullets being cautiously shot. The body 
movement of the Spartans and PEDS remain calm, am I the only one 



sweating? With the yell of the Rebecca's sniper, the last Pirate fell 
down. "Hunter," Rick yells, "We have only 3 minutes left." John eyes 
me cautiously. "Move out." 

"What about the intelligence?" John leaned closer. "Do you want to be 
crushed like a bug?" I frown but before I can say anything. An all 
too familiar screech rings throughout our ears. 

"What the Hell is that?" Rick took a step back. Anthony and I shared 
the dreaded expression. 

"Damnit, not again." A large dragon-like creature emerged from the 
shadows. Blue flames danced at the open wounds, Phazon. While in the 
confinement of the subway tunnels, he couldn't stretch his wings to 
their full length but he stuck out his chest in pride. "Whatever it 
is it has Brute armora€ 1 " John pulls out a bigger gun. 

"What do we have here?" Ridley tilted his head in mockery. "The 
Hunter and his little sidekicks. Shocked are you? Of all people you 
should know you can't kill me, I rather like the nickname my subjects 
gave me; Cunning God of Death." I rolled my eyes in my helmet. 

"What's it this time, Ridley? Planet domination, more slaves for your 
collection?" He widen his mouth to reveal two rows of sharpened 
teeth. "I was thinking more along the lines of human extinction. You 
petty humans have always been a thorn in my side but you , Chozo 
infused soldier, I will take great pleasure in killing you. But I 
have my orders, I will see you again to ensure your demise." 

"He's going to make a break for it, PEDS use the plasma gun, Spartans 

use the railgun; Open fire!" Ridley's opaque eyes shine in the 

darkness and he opens his mouth. "Behind the car!" Fire quickly 

encased everything not behind the subway car and even that started to 

melt . 

John and I meet eyes, I nod. While the team provides cover fire, he 
and I jump out of cover and give Ridley hell. Fully charged, I let 
out a beam of phazon and watch part of his wing burn in response. He 
let's out a screech of pain, and John and I move closer when he's 
distracted. Without hesitation John lowers his hand to offer me a 
boast and I take it while charging my canon. 

I jump on his scaly back shove my canon in his soon as I fire I jump 
back at watch Ridley's mouth burst with blue flames. He stumbles back 
and the team takes it as an initiative to approach and fire fast 
rounds into his body. PEDS aim the phazon rounds at his wings and the 
skin slowly begins to dissolve. "Hunter, we need to leave. 2 minutes 
left." I look back at Ridley. His eyes narrow and he lets out a large 
grin. Before I can move out of the way he kicks toward me and grabs 
my waist, knocking me into the wall. My head meets my visor with a 
heavy thud and I find it harder to focus. The leader of the Space 
Pirates throws his tail hitting John and the others against wall as 
well and raises his sharpened tail. 

He waves it around them, taunting them before thrusting into Jess' 
leg. Jess doesn't give Ridley the satisfaction of yelling but I see 
him out of the corner of my eye spasming violently. I charge up my 
canon again but Ridley slams my body once more against the wall. The 
familiar smell of blood fills my suit. John gets his shotgun and 
shoots part of his tail off. Ridley howls in pain and prepares to 
strike gun with this tail before realizing it's gone. He opens his 



mouth to burn him but the distinctive sound of an explosion rings 
further down the tunnel. Ridley throws my body to the side and flees 
the scene. 


Anthony brings Jess to his feet and everybody huddles into a group. 
Dusting dirt off of their suits. "I can't believe I was hit by a 
fuckin dragon." Casey rubs her back. Out of the corner of my eye I 
see a sea of red of orange flowing to us. 

"John! Force bubble around them now!" He reaches for the device and 
instantly activates it and while morphing, I let out a powerful bomb 
that depletes 2 tanks of energy. Any rubble falling on us is 
instantly disintegrated as my blast touches it. The flames of the 
explosion and my bomb clash but I feel my bomb consuming it and 
adding to its energy. 

I sense around for the team and find the energy surrounding them from 
the force field to be draining. Though the rubble seems to be falling 
in less amounts, I can't hold my bomb for much longer. I let out 2 
more packs of energy before I cannot anymore Only a few chunks of 
rubble remain as it lands with a soft thud next to me as I morph back 
to my RED suit. My legs give out and let myself sit on what used to 
be Mark Hoyt St . 

John slowly turns off the force bubble and checks to see if the team 
is unscratched before taking in the scene. Anything within a 5 mile 
radius is in burnt to a crisp and the smell of chard skin seeps 
throughout the air. "Everyone alright?" Silent nods are all I receive 
in return. "Well then, I guess I'll just call Ashley to pick us up 
then." The nods return. 

Special thanks to: 

Jekl2 - Thanks! I plan to. 

SPARTAN-626 - Indeed they do. 

Leave a comment, suggestion or review. As always, I would love to 
hear what you guys think and expect for this story, thanks for 
reading ! 


22 . Chapter 22 
Chapter Twenty Two: 

I don't own Metroid or the Halo franchise. 

Samus ' s Point of View 

"It's come to my attention that you've killed Ridley 5 times now?" I 
gave a deep sigh. "Maybe more, sir." Admiral Dane rose from his desk 
and turned his back to us as he viewed space from his window. "I 
wasn't anticipating him appearing so early but I suppose it was 
inevitable." He paused and looked at John who was clad in his SPARTAN 
armor and I in my FED suit.. "Your team showed coordination and 
fluidity. Better than I would've guessed. The Hunter and Master Chief 
are icons for the war but people don't know who they are underneath. 
Let's let it stay that way." I exhaled in my suit and closed my eyes 
in relief. "John, remove your helmet." My eyes popped open. 



>He did so obediently. His blue irises reflected the ships that 
floated protectively against the Olympus and the freckles that 
weren't noticeable before now marked his face along with the scars. 
Did I cause any of those? John's eye quickly peeked to mine but all 
he was met with was his reflection on my suit. He turned his gaze to 
Dane. "Under all of the egoism of Master Chief, don't forget you're 
just any other soldier of our army." He turned to me and I let out a 
small gulp. Sure I knew who John was, pushing the fact that he's the 
cause of my scars away but I never told him who I really was. Who was 
I kidding? We're just soldiers, not best friends. A little voice 
yelled in the back of my head, "and dance partners." 

Damn . <p> 

"Hunter, take off your helmet." I wasn't as fast as John but as my 
helmet slowly disintegrated, I never took my eyes off of John's. He 
was tense as his brows were slightly together. He hardly showed it 
but I could tell from his eyes that he was intrigued at the way the 
molecules disintegrated but what really showed was his reaction 
towards the confirmation that I used to be one of his greatest foes. 
The two soldiers whose battles tallied over 100, finally 
unmasked . 

His eyes scanned every inch of my face before returning to Dane, this 
time with a frown. "I'm sure you've had an idea of who you all were 
under the helmets but I did this to clear up any hesitation or 
hostility towards each other. We once used to be enemies but now we 
have to fight to protect humanity and you two are the chance we have 
at possibly doing that." Dane unlaced his hands from behind his back 
and leaned his hands on the glass desk. He looked at John. "I 
understand you will not be on the friendliest of terms immediately 
but do try to be civilized and respectful." 

"Your injured teammate, Jess, is recovering well though the wound had 
a poison of some sorts. So in the meanwhile you will have a 
replacement from the UNSC as all of the FED soldiers are already in 
other squads." John and I nodded. 

"Now, Terrance has arranged a meeting in 30 minutes to discuss the 
next mission. Dismissed." I turned to Dane. "Sir, permission to 
speak?" He sits down and motions me to do the same. Just with a 
single thought, my FED suit is replaced by my Zero suit and I take a 
sit. By the time the next sentence comes out of my mouth, John is out 
of the room. "I come to the conclusion that even though the Space 
Firates and the Covenant are working together, they particularly do 
not like each other." The Admiral brings his hands together. "This 
does change things." 

"If we could convince, " My voice spits out their name, "the Space 
Firates that the Covenant is plotting against Ridley, Mother Brain, 
Dark Samus or whoever the Hell is in charge, they might just go to 
war with the Covenant. Doubtful but perhaps make us allies." I narrow 
my eyes at the thought of my darker self being in charge again. "They 
will not be reliable allies." Dane grunts in agreement. "That's why 
we'll have the upper hand." I lean back into the chair and cross my 
arms. "Sir?" He leans back into his chair also. 

"While you and John are the dream team, if something happens to 
either one of you to be quite frank, we're fucked. Which is why 
Terrance, Adam, Ahote and I have been working ona€ 1 a classified 
project, a plan B if you will. I can't give you the details for 



obvious reasons but if there is no advancement in the war during the 
first couple years or so, we're counting on this to save us." The 
possibility of a super bomb comes into mind. 

"We'll get the job done, sir" He closes his eyes and sighs. "That's 
the plan. You still have 25 minutes before the mission debrief so I 
suggest you get a couple of shots because really it's just Hell from 
here on out . " 

"Understood, Sir." 

-Line break- 

Once again I find myself with low lighting in a bar with a silent man 
next to me. "Aran, what'll it be?" The bartender cleans the glass bar 
with a red towel. "The usual, Cory." He nods and retires to the back 
to retrieve the drink with the foulest taste but sweetest relief. He 
goes to attend other customers, leaving me with myself, my drink and 
a rather silent soldier to my right. He looks up at me and a shudder 
passes through me. "Aran." The sound of my name rings throughout me. 
"John." We look at our respective drinks with a pregnant pause. "When 
did you know?" I look up from my drink at the wall and ponder. "When 
we were sparing, I punched your abdomen and the skin felt rugged, 
almost like a burnaC 1 " I turn to John. He gently puts his hand on it 
and lifts his shirt. I frown. 

The skin surrounding the stark red stain is pale in contrast. The 
scar stretches from his upper left flank to his hip, barely missing 
his belly button. It reminds me of a flame as each layer of the scar 
is marked in a different pigmentation until the darkest one in the 
middle is a blood tone. "The burns on the Space Pirate we found after 
the explosion were the same as the one I have and since no one but 
you had defeated them. I knew." I grimaced knowing I gave him that. 
"Sorry . " 

"It's fine. They only had to surgically remove my charred suit from 
the melted skin but it's fine." I wrinkle my nose and mutter 
something along the lines of sorry, again. He turns to his drink, 
mutters something back and a pregnant pause fills the room again. 
"What did you get from me?" I raised my eyebrows and looked at him 
with a grim humor. "For starters you broke my nose at least three 
times." He looks at my nose. "And by the way, you really can pack a 
punch." He laughs at that, some of his drink spilling from his glass. 
I smile, turn and raise my drink to him. "Here's to many more ." He 
raises his drink too but before they can clank, the ship is steered 
roughly to the left, knocking his drink over my suit. The alarm goes 
off and Dane's voice screams through the intercoms, "This is not a 
drill, head to your battle stations and suit up." John and I look at 
each other with confusion. 

"Where's your suit?" 

"In my quarters." I press the small Chozo symbol by my breast and 
look at him from a taller point of view from my PED suit. "Get the 
team. I'll send you a message once I figure out what it is." He nods 
before running off. Adam appears on my screen. "What's going on, 
Adam?" He seems to be in the armory by the numerous weapons behind 
him and he carrying more than he should. "Ridley is here, apparently 
he wasn't too happy with you and your team burning his wings 
off . " 



"Where?" My breaths grow quicker from my pace to find him. "Docking 
bay 2. Don't be the hero, Samus." I make a sharp right down a 
corridor and continue. I end the call and open comms with John. His 
link opens up and I can hear his armor sealing. "Docking bay 2, 

Dragon thing we found in Brooklyn." He sighs. "Acknowledged. ETA 2 
minutes." The screams, gunfire, and the distinct sound of Space 
Pirate dialect becomes louder as I approach the docking bay. 

"Hunter!" Great, they're looking for me. I activate my plasma gun and 
once it's fully charged, I walk into the bay only to see Ridley and 
the Pirates pointing at me. John and the rest of the team follow. 
"We're in some deep shit, now." Someone whispers behind me and 
silently, I agree. 

"Hunter, so glad you could join us." Ridley dares to come closer and 
I dare back, taking a step closer and aiming my canon at his face. 

The Pirates growl and John shifts to a protective stance. "What do 
you want?" His mouth is drawn back to show his razor sharp teeth. 

"Why you of course." My grip tightens on my canon. "Let's make a 
trade." He comes closer and steps on the fallen bodies of one of the 
dock workers. "Come with me and I order my fleet to stop." Adam 
appears on my screen. "Don't listen to him, Samus. We can take his 
army." I minimize his screen. "Fuck you, Ridley." And as my plasma 
shoots from my canon and on to his face, burning it, all Hell goes 
loose . 

"John, you and I deal with Ridley. Casey, Zach, and Rick get the 
left. The rest give the right Hell!" The snipers quickly got to work 
as the Space Pirates charging went down one by one as the bullet 
kissed their foreheads. John and I were dancing with Ridley as 
neither made the first move. A small box appeared on my 
screen . 

PRIVATE LINK ESTABLISHED WITH: PETTY OFFICER 117 

"Any tactics? His voice echoed throughout my helmet. "Not yet, but 
you and I are doing quite the tango." I let a small grin escape. 
"Except everyone here is trying to kill each other rather than 
getting drunk and forgetting the war." Ridley takes a taunting step 
forward. "We did a little bit of both earlier." He doesn't respond. 
Ridley grows impatient and runs toward me, while a Space Pirate 
Commando jumps on John's back. "Throw the Pirate to me" I jump out of 
Ridley's path and as the Pirate tries to regain control while flying 
towards me, I grab it head and ignite it with plasma and John and I 
turn to face the leader of the Space Pirates. "Now what?" Ridley lets 
out a screech. "Just keep shooting." John lets out a torrent of 
bullets towards Ridley but they barely scratch his rough skin. "Plan 
B. John reaches for something on his back and lights it up to reveal 
a sword of some kind of blue energy. "Nice plan B, I'll keep him 
busy . " 

Ridley looks at the sword with some cation but I shoot a quick round 
of plasma just to get his attention. He breathes fire at me and I 
dodge, leading him away from John. Ridley swings his tail, trying to 
knock me off of my feet but I anticipate each swing. He opens his 
mouth to breathe out fire but instead of fire he lets out a howl that 
shatters the glass of the nearby observation windows. The floor is 
met with a steady river of blue blood as a familiar energy sword 
protrudes from his stomach. The Space Pirates come to a halt to see 
what happened to their leader and the attention is suddenly shifted 



towards John. He assumes a protective stance with the energy sword 
but what good is one sword to 30 pissed off aliens with energy 
guns ? 

"Any ideas?" John asks. "I've got one. Run when I tell you to." 

Nobody in the room is moving and Ridley's eyes turn red in anger. He 
lets out another scream and charges towards John. "RUN!" John jumps 
out of the way. My hand is met with Ridley's neck and my other hand 
with pushes plasma down his throat. "Samus!" My name is replaced by a 
cold feeling in my stomach. I look down only to find a Space Pirate's 
claw in one end and sticking out the other. My grasp on Ridley's neck 
weakens and a small box appears on my visor. 

SUIT BREACHED: ACTIVATING LIEE SUPPORT, ONE ENERGY TANK REROUTED TO 
CLOSE BREACH 

"Remove your hand." I look at the Pirate, he twists it and I can feel 
my stomach swimming in blood. I raise my canon to his head. "Now." He 
retrieves it and the moment it's out, a plasma bullet is in his 
skull. The chaos resumes and I pretend to cry mercy and clutch my 
bloody abdomen. Ridley smiles with a trail of blood coming from his 
mouth and slowly comes closer. "I can't believe that once I kill you. 
I'll add K-2L to planets that I've slaughtered." John twitches in my 
direction. "This is the thing that you told me about?" I don't 
respond to him but he slowly comes to me, keeping the sword raised at 
Ridley. I can see his grip tighten. Ridley keeps eye contact with me 
but as John comes into view, he looks at him like a savage looks at 
fresh meat and before I can warn him Ridley opens his mouth and lets 
out fire. I push John out and fall back as the fire impacts my suit. 

I can feel it heat my plates until it feels like they're burning. I 
let out a small cry of pain and bite my lip so no noises come 
out . 

Despite my attempt to help, Ridley still grabs John with his sharp 
nails and holds him in the air with his new tail positioned over his 
heart. "If you come with me, I won't puncture your side kick's 
chest." I can see him try and get out of the restraints but will no 
prevail. "Samus , don't." The rest of the team is fighting the 17 
Space Pirate Commandos that are left so they don't notice that one of 
their leaders is about to die if I dare say no. "John, I'm sorry." He 
fights harder against the restraints. "You win, Ridley." I don't 
further mention him in case Ridley decides to change his mind. Ridley 
throws John to the opposite side of the docking baby and wraps his 
tail around my bloody waist, giving it an extra squeeze just to watch 
me in pain. "Samus, I'm out. Now get out of his grip." A blue box 
appears on my visor: 

PRIVATE LINK ESTABLISHED WITH: ADAM 

"Samus, what the Hell are you doing? I specifically said do not be 
the hero." I give a lazy grin. "Can't help it, plus. It'll give you 
more time work on plan B." A pregnant pause. "Damn it, Samus. I will 
monitor your vital signs the entire time and if it gets too low I 
will come for you, do you understand?" I try and not think about what 
will happen if my health gets too low. Ridley seems to be organizing 
his goons to stop fighting and retreat to their ship. The team looks 
with confused poses. 


PRIVATE LINK ESTABLISHED WITH: ANTHONY 



"Princess, is that you? Please don't tell me that's you being dragged 
like a rag doll in Ridley's hands." His worried voice makes me begin 
to regret my decision. "I'll be fine, Anthony. I'm just going to have 
a chat with our old friend here." I end the call before I think 
twice. John quickly approaches to us but Ridley's ship flies in to 
the bay, taking the curtesy to slam my body in the fellow Federation 
and UNSC ships lingering nearby. The last thing I see before my 
vision darkens is Admiral Dane on my visor giving me a nod. "Finish 
the mission . " 

**Special thanks to ** 
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